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FOREWORD 

This book deals with the India of to-day froin an 
Indian’s standpoint. Thus, for example, I have not 
essayed the task of seeing the Amritsar shootings 
through the eyes of a General Dyer. I do not know 
what the English observer of India thinks and wants 
to think of this and other controversial matters. 
Because I am thoroughly convinced that I cannot 
present his. view-point, I have written what my brother 
Indians had to say, hoping that the views of Englishmen 
in India would be set down by English writers. Let us 
anticipate that the reader will study both in order to 
wrest the inwardness of the Indian problem from the 
battling contradictions with which it is beset. There 
are as many Indian problems as there are eyes to see 
them. And probably there are just as many solutions 
for them. But let us not forget that by regarding 
each and every facet of this gem—the India of to-day 
—we shall be able to discern in some measure what the 
India of to-morrow may become. The future alone 
matters. The past is closed; the present is closing, 
but the ever open door of the future holds in store for 
men surprises more startling than they can conceive. 
The power is given to men to build to-morrow better 
than to-day. 

This book presents the views of Indians who are 
anxious for the future of India. They are—every one 
of them—troubled by the changes that are being 
wrought there. But in their thought, speech, and 
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8 FOREWORD 

action is an intimation of a better world to come. 
Even the most wayward among them feels this 
oncoming reality, and is trying his best, according 
to his little light, to bring it forth. I love every one 
of them for it, and in order to portray them the better, 
I have kept my own thoughts and judgments almost 
in abeyance. 

February ist, 1925 
Dhan Gopal Mukerji 
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caste ; I had travelled in England, France and Norway, 
and had felt everywhere a deepening fellowship with 
men, but instead of lessening, these human contacts 
intensified, the emptiness that surged within me. 
Was this because I read in the eyes turned to mine 
some reflection of my own poverty of soul ? Was it 
that Western men and women were seeking, though 
perhaps unconsciously, a freedom of the spirit from the 
burdens heaped upon it by a century of progress? 
Then in a flash it came to me that I might find in the 
age-old peace of India some balm of healing for other 
minds as well as for my own. 

One day, in the winter of 1920-21, as I was mounting 
the lecture platform of the New York Town Hall, I 
looked into the faces of my audience and into my 
own heart, and found with consternation that I was 
a man without a message. Then through confusion 
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came the clear summons, "Go to India, and at the 

feet of Holiness renew thy spirit! ” 
So almost literally with the begging bowl, I set 

forth upon the ancient pilgrimage of my race in 

search of Holiness. 

The ship I took was a small vessel filled with 
tradesmen and pleasure-seekers going to India, whose 
conversation revolved around what to see in the 
shortest time, what to buy, and how to uphold the 
dignity of the Nordic race. Fortunately, among 
them were one scholar and some missionaries who 

spoke of other things. 
It was in miniature a continuation of the civilization 

I had left, and the talk amongst us reiterated certain 
aspects of the Occident. This is a book of talk, for 
all the East talks, especially Bengalis like myself, 
revealing its soul through the spoken word. 

There was the Tradesman, the dominating figure 
of the West; how well he filled his role when he said, 
" Christianity is a religion of slaves and southern races. 
We Nordics are above it. Our religion is to conquer 
and to rule. I have lived in the Orient long enough 
to know that it is a country of slaves." 

" I agree with you," I said. “ Christ belongs to 
us, and not to you, Mr. Tradesman.” 

Here the quiet Scholar would have protested, but 
the Pleasure-Seeker caught him in mid-sentence. 

" We are Christians,” he said, “ as our friend here 
is a Hindu. I believe he and I will both go to the 
same Heaven.” 

Tolerance was natural to a man whose only religion 
was pleasure, but at his remark, the Missionary could 
not contain himself. He explained that the Pleasure- 
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Seeker’s speech was sacrilege. As the wrangle grew 
more heated, the Tradesman’s lips quivered in anger. 

“ You missionaries are undermining our supremacy 
in the East. Pretty soon the Orientals will be asking 
equality with us; that is Christian all right; but 
where will the white man be then ? We Nordic races are 
the masters of the earth, and we intend to remain so! ” 

The remark thrilled me. This Tradesman, at 
least, had a clear notion of what he wanted. 

" But there were other races who, if I may say so, 
ruled the world in their time,” said the Scholar, at 
last making himself heard. “ If you dig deep into the 
earth you will find that this masterfulness, as you call 
it, has been in the possession of races that were not 
Nordics—the Romans, now “ Dagos,” Alexander and 
Ptolemy, the ancestors of the Greek boot-blacks, and 
Darius and Chandrokotta, the Hindu; southerners all, 
ruling great empires once, yet to-day I have to burrow 
deep into strata of dirt to find any evidence of their 
masterfulness. I am afraid, Mr. Tradesman, the 
greatness of the Nordic race and its inherent right to 
rule other races is purely temporary. Ah, gentlemen,”, 
he ended, “ if you would only study archaeology you 
would find yourselves unburdened and set free from 
notions that are like stones, more heavy than happy.” 

“ Just the same,” repeated the Tradesman obstin¬ 
ately, " if I had my way, I’d pass a law forbidding 
traffic in religion, and equality of races.” 

That last remark of the Tradesman’s turned the 
tide of my feelings in favour of the Missionary; for 
he was going to my country to offer her his God and 
not to take her gold. Men and women brave enough 
to face an alien race and alien climate, not to make 
money but to bring back to God what they think is 
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His—men’s souls—in spite of their opinion of my re¬ 
ligion and its prophets, have the right to go to India ; 
the supreme right to bring another religion to the 

Mother of many religions. 
At this point, the group broke up, only the Scholar 

remaining to ask me the date of the Hymn of Creation 
from the Rig Veda. He was bent on dating the 

dateless, but I would only quote : 
i «. 

“ Who was there ? 
For there was nothing 
Since all things were. 
Even the intangible spaces of the upper air were not. 
What covered creation ? 
Whence came it ? 
What wilderness of waters clamoured and charged like 

black bulls ? 
Then there was no death, 
For immortality had not yet been dreamt of. 
Darkness within darkness spun like discs. 
There was no moon. 
Nor was yet lit the beacon of day. 
In that running chaos, who uttered the golden cry of 

creation ? 
Who knows it ? 
How dare we speak of it! 
Are not the Gods who are older than we silent ? 
And yet it is here, this dance of Light around us. 
It is like a base of fire 
Resting upon—what ? 
Ah, He, tiie Ultimate, is witness of all; 
But the moment we say, * He know?/' 
He may not know! ” 

“ I don't like your translation. It is fanciful/' 
the Scholar remarked, and tried me on another subject. 
“ Can yon tell me whether all India has accepted the 
theory that an Italian adventurer built the Taj 
Mahal ? ” 

“Why should we accept a soldier of fortune's 
contention set down in two lines in an unimportant 
diary ? ” said I. 



sat still and meditated on Silence—that heart-beat of 
God. I could almost see their faces. Was not one 
of them the face of my brother ? It was as clear to me 
as my own. I thought of those brown faces as I had 
once known them, calm, clear, unashamed, and, 
above all, free from any lines save those marked by 
growth and age. Thus I thought of my brother, and 
the more I thought the greater the gladness that filled 
my spirit. 

But like a warning against these imaginings, the 
Scholar now said: 

" You will find India greatly changed.” 
At this juncture my friend the Missionary rejoined 

us and reported that he had been absent from the 
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East only a short time, and he could assure me that 
modem progress, new ideas, and political upheaval 
had swept away in a decade many of the old beliefs 
and customs. “ In short,” he said cheerfully, “ India 
is a new country.” 

Some rumours of this kind had reached me in 
America, which, however, had failed to impress me, 
and now I protested. 

“ But nothing can dim India’s spirituality—it is 
age-old. Has not the world turned always eastward 
at its moments of prayer ? ” 

To myself I said, “ These men are not India’s 
sons; they cannot see what I shall see, the Changeless 
behind the face of change.” 

That face of change I did, indeed, look upon in 
India, and tremendous contrasts, sometimes heart¬ 
breaking, between the new life and the old. It was a 
kaleidoscope where pattern seemed lost in variety; 
but what I saw and heard I shall report simply, and 
the reader may judge for himself whether or not I found 
anything in the East which he will care to remember 
after the brief notice he may have given these pages. 

It was a reassurance and a relief beyond words 
when, after twenty days of this talk, a tall, bearded, 
eagle-eyed, Arabian gentleman boarded the ship at 
Port Said. To see an Oriental at last was like meeting 
a brother, and I clung to his society until we reached 
Bombay. It was an added joy to me to find that 
Arabi spoke Hindustani fluently, his mother having 
been a native of India. Though a Mohammedan, 
he was an ardent follower of Gandhi. 

" The poignard, brother,” he said, “ needs must 
abide in its own sheath. Gandhi is the sheath for 
all Asiatic souls; for each one of us there is a nestling 
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place in him. Gandhi said to me, ‘ Fear not. He who 
fears, hates. He who hates, kills. Thou wilt break 
|hy sword and throw it away, and fear cannot come 
near thee.’ How could I resist him, brother ? Can 
One resist the thunderbolt of truth ? ” 
'cl', 

This was pure gold to me, and when in his talk 
lie flooded me with beautiful Oriental epithets, it was 
like a deluge from heaven after an age of drought. 
I bathed in names such as Soul of Excellence, Thou 
Jewel of Speech, Thou very Self of Felicity, drawing 
the line only at " O Thou Bride of Truth," which sur¬ 
prised him very much. I explained that I had been 
long in the West where speech was bare. 

“ That must be a curious race,” he exclaimed in 
stupefaction. " What hardness of mind not to call 
a man speaking good words at least a ‘ star finger! ’ 
When the marvel of speech waxeth in power on a 
man’s tongue, what jewelled words of praise do those 
people use ? ” 

I thought a moment. “ In America, it would be, 
' Aw, g’wan ! Can the talk ! ’ ” 

“ Make clear to me this meaning, brother,” Aiabi 
exclaimed. 

" It is untranslatable,” I replied discreetly. “ But 
I can tell you what I heard a man call his wife in that 
country.” 

" Let me have the pearl of utterance.” 
" In the West,” said I, " brevity is the soul of 

wit. The man called his beloved, ' Honey!' ” 
Arabi savoured the word carefully. “ Too small, 

brother,” he commented sadly. " Too small to be 
either brief or witty. Nay, it passeth my understand¬ 
ing. Even love cannot set fire to their tongue. What 
dumbness! ” 

B 
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The old proverb says that God gave the Chinaman 
the cunning of his hands, the Frenchman the cunning 
of his head, and the Arab the fire of utterance. 

Apart from his love of picturesque speech which 
is the common heritage of every Oriental, Arabi had 
an amazing amount of folk-poetry stored in his memory. 
He kept me enthralled during those eleven days that 
we travelled together. But he was never to be found 
either at the moment of sunrise or at sunset. When I 
asked him why, he explained : “ I spend those hours 
in prayer, for Allah must be thanked each day anew, 
that all souls on this ship may have a safe journey,” 
nyiA Kp> rArifArl * 
CAwAJkv** JUIV/ a vva« v\J> # 

** Either in ocean or on land. 
Or in the arms of thy lightning-braided bride—the cloud, 
Thou canst not escape from death: 
All the time, 0 Talib (seeker), search after God, 
Shoulder thy terrible burden of God-quest! 
Brighter than gems. 
Swifter than the thunderbolt, 
Is the upholder of the worlds— 
The stealer of strength who bestows strength, 
God of all Gods; 
Higher than the highest. 
Feeder and food that sustains all creation. 
Is the Overlord; 
The Supreme Witness, 
The Dancer behind the sun, 
The Hand that raises the spears of the peaks. 
Fasten thy mind on Him 
As a Tiger its claws on a hind ! ” 

In the course of his talk he told me that he was 
a pearl fisher. 

“ Whenever I need money,” he said, ” I gather my 
tribe together and plunge down in certain places in 
the Red Sea. We gather enough pearls in four weeks 
to pay our modest expenses for at least six months. 
Then, O Heart of Worth, I go wandering through 
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India, Persia, and Arabia, listening and gathering 
songs. 

“ Have you ever thought of cornering the pearl 
market ? ” I asked. 

" Cornering what ? ” he questioned me brusquely. 
" In the far Western countries, if a man knew 

where the jewel of the sea hid in her nest of oyster 
shells, he would bring all his tribe thither, anchor their 
boats there for years until every pearl was garnered 
into his shops. Then he would sell at whatever price 
pleased his fancy.” 

" I am neither a Christian nor a Jew, brother. 
The pearl to me is a whim—and I seek it when the 
greater whim of hunger drives me on. When I am 
fed, I spend the extra money listening to song. The 
face of life is but a mask that hides death. Listen 
to the peasant poet: 

“ ‘ Learn it, learn it well, the world is a dream and all its 
floating forms are but dust of dreams ; 

This body that we feed with perfume is more ephemeral 
than a flower’s flaming end; 

All our possessions are shackles that bind more strongly 
than poverty; 

Money, fortune, youth, and lustiness are drawn as 
caravans into their desert-death.’ ” 

" Do Mohammedans and Hindus often sing the 
same songs ? ” I asked. 

" WTiy not ? ” he answered. " Men’s religions 
may differ, but a Bedouin from the Arabian desert 
and a man from the bank of the Gunga sing alike: 
the heart is the same though words and. even the 
passions are different. I have found the oneness of 
song from Delhi to Alexandria. Hindu or Moham¬ 
medan, when his heart is broken, wails out the same 
tune. My vocation is to fish for pearls, shy as a bride. 
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When I am not diving into the sea in search of them, 
I listen to singers and learn their songs. For, brother, 
song is like milk that is needed every day,” and he 
recited: 

“ Purify thy heart so that it can be the vessel of His 
silence ; 

O man, thou who hast the might to do this, 
Worship openly as the tree doth the breeze ; 
Go forth naked like a sword and cut through the flesh 

of the world. 
Stop not till thou reachest God ! ” 

The song was like an overture, for hardly had he 
finished it, when a steward rushed in to announce to 
both of Us that we could now see the shores of India. 
It was overwhelming. I embraced Arabi. His eyes 
were full of tears. But when I was about to hasten 
on deck to behold the coast line, he restrained me. 

“ Not yet, brother. Let the Westerners finish their 
seeing first. We are India’s sons ; our eyes are differ¬ 
ent from theirs. Let us behold her differently.” 



CHAPTER II 

A HINDU SHRINE 

India at last! The hills of the western Ghauts 
gleamed so intensely emerald that it hurt one's eyes 
to look at them. This afternoon of late May throbbed 
with colours clean and brilliant—russet and gold, 
purple and green, cerise and blue, alternated and 
mixed with one another as we drew closer to the wharf. 

warm colours—warm and vivid 
like the day—took supple and fully defined form. 
The ebbing and flowing currents of iridescence burning 
the strand, shaped themselves into Indian women 
walking slowly back and forth, drawing about them the 
long flowing ends of their saris. It was not a city but 
a fairies' paradise, that had come out to the sea-front 
to take the evening air. Thus I beheld India once 
more. In my country when one is enchanted he cries, 
“ What word ! ''—as though to beg the God of Poetry, 
“ O give me power to describe it.” 

I had given Arabi a final embrace and was ready 
like a tethered and restive hound tugging at the chain. 
As the boat was moored and made fast the crowds 
ashore shouted, “ Gandhiki Jai/” 

“ What does that mean ? ” I asked Arabi. 
“ They are giving thanks for the safe arrival of the 

boat at this shore,” he answered. 
“ But they shouted, ' Victory to Gandhi! "' I said 

still puzzled. I had returned to India in the very 
midst of the Gandhi ferment and during my first 
week, I found that the sound of his name rang like 
a refrain to everything I did. 

21 
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had also hoped to visit Gandhi in his prison, but my 
brother told me it would be impossible, as at that time 
the Mahatma refused to see even the visitors permitted 
him by the Government, and spent his days in fasting 
and meditation. 

Since the cotton mills of India were all congregated 
in the city where we had spent the last twenty-four 
hours, we decided to plunge ourselves into the life of 
the mill districts first. It was nearing the sunset hour. 
We put on our best silk robes and went forth toward 
a Hindu temple to attend meditation and even-song. 
As the sun sank into rest the blue dusk, like winged 
silence, ran through the long dusty lanes that snaked 
their way between some buildings old enough to remind 
one of the tenth century, and others new enough to 
awaken a sense of horror toward all progress. Some¬ 
times I saw beautiful seventeenth-century columns 
and porticoes pulled down in order to widen the streets 
that two automobiles might go abreast. That sight 
brought to my mind most vividly the real conflict in 
India to-day: the best of the seventeenth century 
at war with the best of the twentieth—" modem 
progress slashing its way through the beauty and 
squalor of the Renaissance,” as my brother expressed 
it. 

Suddenly, we turned a comer and beheld the tall 
temple of ochre-coloured stone leap like a golden red 
column into the deepening emerald dusk of the sky, 
while at its foot surged and pulsated the throng of 
worshippers clad in saffron and green and gold. They, 
too, were entering the temple for the even-song. 
Fearing that we would find no seats if we lingered, 
my brother and I entered the shrine, though I was 
longing to stay without, and feast my eyes on the 
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fantasy of colour that was fast sinking into the black 

silence of night. 
Within, the odour of dhoop (incense) and dhoona 

(frankincense) greeted our breath, and far away beyond 
us over the heads of the worshippers gleamed the half-lit 
inner shrine where the two large sapphire eyes of the 
God glowed above his robes of crimson brocade. It 
is said that these sapphires are the largest in the East. 
What a sense of art the priests had, I thought, to dress 
in crimson a God whose eyes were glowing blue stars. 
At this moment, a silver bell rang from afar; it sounded 
like large drops of water falling on a tranquil lotus 
pool. It stilled the worshippers into an inert mass. 
Both my brother and I had already sat down and had 
begun to meditate. 

I found it hard to fix my mind upon the eagle of 
immortality in the midst of a beauty which I had not 
seen for thirteen years, so I opened my eyes and looked 
at my brother’s face. It astonished me to see how 
quickly he had entered into silence. In the strangely 
lit atmosphere of the temple his noble forehead shone 
like the brown bark of a tree in springtime. There 
was not a fine, or the shadow of a wrinkle there. 
Yet this man had been the head of the militant 
nationalists of India, living as a political rebel and a 
fugitive from justice for six years, at the end of which 
time, he had, for a motive not yet clear to me, aban¬ 
doned his doctrine of revolution and signed a truce 
with the English Government, with all the honours of 
war. It seemed to me that only to hear my brother’s 
story would be a sufficient reward for my long journey, 
and I knew that he would reveal it to me in time, but 
that I must not hurry him. In the meanwhile, I 
learned his oval face by heart—it glowed with serenity. 
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the long black lashes of his eyes quivered, his mouth, 
ever so austere, now relaxed its corners and smiled, 
as if to me, with an intimation of the joyous mystery 
that his soul was just then entering. The rest of his 
face, the pointed yet smoothly modelled chin, the 
aquiline nose, a direct inheritance from my father, 
and his ears large, delicately wrought like the Buddha’s, 
I studied while he meditated. Every now and then 
I said to myself, " And this is the man who was 
alleged to be the head of the terrorist party, a subverter 
of law and order, a monstrous anarchist! ” 

Since thoughts' are noisy in the presence of Silence, 
my brother’s eyes suddenly opened and their black 
pupils cast a glance that scorched me; then they 
closed for a moment. I said to myself, " Don’t think 
noisy thoughts ; they wound his meditation ! ” But 
he opened his eyes again, now calm and sweet with a 
light that was human and fraternal. He rose to go 
oft and signed to me to follow him. As we walkfd 
through the meditating crowd I could feel the stillness 
beat against my unashamed preoccupation with the 
mere beauty of the spectacle. I never knew before 
that thoughts could be stentorian. 

Once out my brother’s large eyes, lotus-like indeed, 
rested on my face with a kindly expression in them: 
“ Thou art too inquisitive about the trivial,” he re¬ 
marked. “ Those who count the feathers on the wings 
of Silence are ungodly.” - 

" If my thoughts disturb thy meditation, how canst 
thou meditate in a noisy city ? ” I asked. 

He answered, “ The noise of a city is like the chatter 
of lunatics in an asylum ; no sane man heeds it; but 

1 1 1 , i 1 1 *4 i 

the chatter of a sane man’s thoughts is like clamouring 
kindness to one who needs more than kindness from 
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the gestures were not short and choppy; they were 
the old classical movements—gracious curves melting 
into sharp dramatic angularities, these in turn leading 
into newer and freer curves. Though this was a 
working-man’s theatre, yet it was preserving the old 
art, while the cultured Europeanized folk were pre¬ 
serving the hula-hula. 

The short play we were watching, an allegory, 
“Love conquers Death,” was about to end. The 
God of Death bowed his head before the chaste and 
devoted wife. He could not take her husband, for 
the fire of devotion that rose from her heart proved 
impregnable even for him—Kala—Death—Time the 
Black One. At this point an actor dressed like a 
priest came on the stage, saying, " May all women 
strive to be like Savitri, and all men like her loyal and 
true lord Satyavan !. ” Then came a -classical dance, 
the Song of Songs, given by the younger members 
of the cast. Again the old gestures of hands and aims, 
the clear archaic angular movements of feet and bodies. 
To conclude the performance, the voice from behind the 
stage spoke three times with the deep sombre intonation 
of an oracle: “ Rama, Rahim Ek Hai!—Allah Bhaga- 
ban Ek Hai / ” (Rama and Rahim are one; not two. 
The God of the Mohammedans is the same as that of 
the Hindus!). 

Then rose a deafening shout as a dramatic answer 
from the audience : “ Ghandi Maharajki Jai 1 ” 
(“ Victory to Kingly Gandhi! ”) Thus they took 
leave of the play of Savitri—“ Love Conquers Death.” 

When we walked out into the balmy night, my 
brother said, “ Canst thou doubt where lieth the exact 
dwelling-place of Our Soul ? Mother India is moving 
to a dimension higher than we see with our blind outer 
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eyes. Gandhi is one of the many pilgrims from that 
interior tiger-guarded place.” 

“ It is the common people who are her soul.” 
" Yes, they are Our Mother’s own pang-born and 

pang-bearing ones. During my years of exile I travelled 
all through India. At every peasant’s door I found 
God, and in every working man the effort to articulate. 
Hindus and Mohammedans are but two babes sucking 
India’s two breasts, and the babes know now that there 
are two breasts to drink life from. Each can draw the 
song and sap of life without injuring the other. Breasts 
of the one ancient Mother, two sons of the One Heart! 
India is safe. Gandhi is not a cure as the foreigners 
think; he is the sign of our convalescence.” 

" Tell me about Gandhi—thou knowest him well,” 
I requested. 

" Not to-night,” he answered. " I will show thee 
Gandhi through other eyes first—then I will show thee 
my image of him ! Come, the wings of sleep are upon 
my eyes; let us go to our lodging.” 



CHAPTER III 

IN THE MARKET PLACE 

The next morning we visited some of the mill hands 
who were on strike, which, like strikes the world over, 
raised more problems than it solved. However, this 
strike being the first one in India to come under my 
observation, I paid much attention to it. I did not 
ask the strike-leaders’ opinion, nor that of their 
opponents, as to the exact nature of the trouble; on 
the contrary, I went to a barber who cut the strikers’ 
hair. He was a curious man. His head looked like 
a coco-nut shell with a few holes here and there to give 
the beholder the impression of a face. He wore a 
Gandhi silk turban on his head—an ivory halo to the 
coco-nut1—for Gandhi’s hand-woven silk, though coarse 
in texture, is fine in colour. Like all barbers, Nao 
talked profusely and that was why I went to him. 

“Eleven hours a day,” said he, “feeding those 
hot monsters - of metal, sir, week in and week out; 
Sundays are no vacation—they are but days of re¬ 
cuperation ; we cannot love the devil of the West.” 

“ We ? ” I asked him. 
“Yea, I too once worked at nursing those hell- 

begotten metal-mouths,” he went on. “ But I gave it 
up. Now I barber those who feed the beast. I earn 
less, but I get more time for singing and idleness. 
Was time meant to be counted by clock-strokes and 
screeches of factory whistles ? ” cried the inspired 
barber. “ Did not the gods make time for men to 
fashion dreams ? Mahadeo, Mahadeo! The men 
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teeth enough to bite the father’s finger for fun, or the 
nipple of the womb-carrier’s breast, to show that though 
small they too can make jokes.” 

“ But I was told it was Gandhi who made these men 
strike ? ” I said to the barber. 

man’s tongue who told you the tale out of malice. 

strike started the day of his arrest. 

Spirit? he questioned. "Gandhi can do no 
ill in spirit or in body. Strikes come because men 
are giving up their gods for the hell of factory work. 
Gandhi is no counsellor to such men. If he were 
to walk by here you would say, ‘An Avatar hath 
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" Dost thou consider him holy, Nao ? ” I en¬ 
quired. 

" Did I not see his ugly face ? Did I not hear 
his words ? I beheld him as I see you. And I 
marvelled at the monkey-like countenance without 
beauty. Then as the earth throbs when the fire- 
chariot pulls a long train, a quake broke in my heart, 
and I said to myself, ‘ That man is my soul’s thousand 
faces in one face; that man unlocks his lips to give 
out words of precious truth; if he ask for my life I 
shall give it to him !' ” 

“ Thou wouldst give thy life ? ” I stressed the 
question. 

" Yea, that is the utmost I have. Had I more-” 
But here the barber’s wife came out and offered us 
some cool drinks in brass cups. 

After saying good-bye to them, my brother and I 
visited the homes of the strikers. They lived in an 
appalling squalor that beggars description. I was 
unable to bear it and I begged my brother to take me 
away. As we were going out of the most evil-smelling 
of the. lanes, a young Brahmin lady stopped us and 
asked us to give her money for the strikers’ relief. 
She had a round face and beautiful black eyes. I 
questioned her and found that she was a woman of 
ancient family doing settlement work. She would 
not let us go without showing us the house where she 
ran a nursery for some fifty children whom she and her 
friends took care of during the hours their parents 
spent at work in the factory. Near by was another 
house where they held night schools to teach the 
labourers hygiene and eugenics. The entire place 
was maintained by subscriptions. She informed me 
also that she was a trained nurse and that as she was a 
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widow without children and had no wish to marry 
again, she desired only to give her life to this service. 

I said to her, “ Why don’t you meditate ? ” 
She answered, ‘‘My meditation is work. I hope 

God will accept that, at least during this incarnation.” 
It was she who sent us on to the Seva Sadan in 

Poona, the home of the Women’s University and other 
centres of advanced women’s work. 

Now Poona is a city of about 100,000 souls. It is 
the shrine of the Moderate Party, the Women’s 
Advancement movement, as well as a place famous in 
history, and as it was not far, we decided to visit it 
from Bombay. 

On our way to Poona we met a silk vendor. He was 
a short, lean, hawk-eyed Gujrati, who was selling 
Gandhi silk and linen. I asked him why he did not 
sell foreign goods. 

" Brother,” he explained, ‘‘ I took a pledge before 
the Mahatma that I would sell nothing but purely 
domestic manufacture.” 

” Wouldst thou give a pledge of thy life to him ? ” 
I further asked. 

Why should I not ? But he, Gandhi, will not 
take our life. He wants our soul.” 

“ But why shouldst thou give him thy soul ? ” I 
pressed. 

“ Ah, had you only seen him ! Those lips of his 
smiled at me. And I said to myself, ' That mouth 
speaks no idle word, it is like God’s mouth.’ And, 
brother, if God say to you do thus and so, would 
you not do it, would you not give what is yours— 
your soul ? ” 

About six hours later near Karle Cave Temple, 
one of the finest works of Ancient Indian art, I asked 
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Moderate Party is made up of rich and powerful men 
and women who exploit the Servant of India for their 
own self-interests, making them abjectly pro-British, 
But there is not a soul in India who would ever dare 
allege that the Servant of India Society has any selfish 
motive back of its programme. Every member is 
like the founder, Gopel Krishna Gokhale, the idealist,, 
who lives under a vow of poverty and devotion to 
India s political betterment, and Srinivasa Sastri, a 
poor man who never takes office in the Government, 
and lives for his country as unselfishly as Gandhi 
However, Sastri is not Gandhi; he has no spiritual 
genius or faith in the political greatness of his race; 
and no doubt that is why he is a Moderate, preferring 
India to remain under the tutelage of Britain until 
such time as she is able to rule herself. Govirid, the 
man my brother had brought me to see, explained 
something of this point of view to me. ' 

As we entered a spacious rose-coloured house wit! 
violet-painted windows, we heard a soft low voice 
talking to someone far away. It was like the humming 
of bees among the thyme in the distance. I was 
enchanted by the sound and by the cool, cream- 
coloured ulterior. Not a photograph, nor even the 
arntest drawing decorated the immaculate walls. 

blue Persian rug of severe design in the centre of the 
fed-bled floor was all the decoration in the room into 
which we were ushered by an old maid-servant of the 

_ House We sat down on the rug, squatting in the 
ancient way, and with large russet napkins wiped the 
perspiration from our brows. The heat of the day 
Was^like warm hands pressing against temples' and 

T* S° h0t that even our freshly laun 
to our hands as wool to the 
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of the knitter on a July day in New York, but somehow 
the Indian heat was more bearable than that of New 
York, for Indian life is ordered and Indian homes are 
built to withstand it. 

Just as these thoughts were crossing my mind, 
the violet doors to our left opened wide. We could 
glimpse a fountain in a large space surrounded by 
impeccable white walls. The small fountain sane on. 
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“ Yes, it is,” Govind answered; “ outside my 
sixty million southerners, nearly 220 millions speak 
Hindi. If you northerners could teach Hindi to us 
of the south, then all India would have a common 
language.” 

" He has come from America, Govind,” my 
brother put forth, “ to find out how you Moderate 
leaders feel toward Gandhi. Since, when we speak 
English, we become direct, unpoetic, with shrill voice, 
let us plunge into the subject immediately and have 
done with it. I can’t stand speaking English. It 
makes us nervous and turns our voices falsetto, which 
never happens when we speak any tongue native to 
India. Come, attack Gandhi in the best style of a 
Moderate! ” 

Govind smiled that enchanting smile of his. Then 
again he drew his lips together, sphinx-like. After 
clearing his throat, he began in a very unhappy voice 
in English. He even gave the title, of his discourse: 
" Gandhi’s Influence outside the Prison Walls,” which 
proved to be a short account of the Gandhi movement 
since the Amritsar massacre in 1919, already familiar 
to me. 

" But look here,” I asked him, ** you are not giving 
me your reactions as a Moderate of the most honest 
order. You are neither rich, nor powerful, yet you 
are a Moderate. Now tell me why you are a Moderate, 
and what you really think of Gandhi.” 

I think,” he said, ” we are Moderates simply 
because in moderation lies wisdom.” 

'* But most Moderates are so rich and so thoroughly 
fed on privileges that I should imagine your society, 
as an unselfish body, would shrink from them,” I 
interposed. 
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“ I am happy to hear your appreciation of our 
society, but couldn’t you praise us without condemning 
somebody else ? It is so easy to praise one thing at 
the cost of another! ” 

Thus beaten by Govind, I returned to my former 
question. “ What do you think of Gandhi ? ” I 
repeated. “ Is he opposed to your Moderate Party ? ” 

" First of all, he is the most spiritual man living 
now,” began Govind. “ But I don’t think his spiritu¬ 
ality gives him the insight of a statesman. What’s 
more, I do not hold that Gandhi is a great thinker. 
I must admit, however, that he has done for his 
country that which no one else has been able to do: 
he has made the masses fully conscious of their political 
birthright.” 

” Do you think that India is fit to be free ? ” 
“No, not in the absolute sense. But,” Govind 

continued, “ I think we shall be ready for home rule 
in ten years if Gandhi’s men consent to co-operate, with 
us, the Moderates. Otherwise, if they continue to 
non-co-operate, India will drift into unheard-of diffi¬ 
culties.” 

He went on to discuss the Montague-Chelmsford 
reform, saying that he was satisfied with it as a working 
basis, and a good start toward home rule ; and from 
that, to explain what he considered the stumbling 
block of Non-Co-operation and the proofs of the 
failure of Gandhism to achieve its ends. He finished 
by saying: 

“ If Gandhi is released to-day, his followers will 
give up non-co-operation to-morrow. No doubt it 
is his incarceration that has united them so closely 
against the Government and against us who are co¬ 
operating with it. The non-co-operators identify us 
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taught, and this became to his people' a command 
which all obeyed. The succeeding Gurus or leaders 
of the Akalis made more converts to the new religion, 
and that brought down upon the little sect all the 
wrath of the Moghul rulers of India. The Government 
ordered wholesale arrests and slaughter of these people, 
for they were, according to the court edict of that 
time, “ preaching a religion distinctly apart from 
Islam.” The Akalis were not only put to death, but 
they were tortured. For instance, one of their leaders 
was ordered by his Moghul captors to stop preaching 
on pain of having his tongue cut off. The man did 
not give in nor did he flinch when the penalty was 
exacted; on the contrary, he calmly opened his tunic 
and showed his torturers the writing on his chest: 

I have given my tongue, but not my religion.” 
The steady persecution by the Moghuls so depleted 

the ranks of the Sikhs that for self-preservation they 
were forced to reconsider their practice of non-resist¬ 
ance. They were driven to take up arms en masse. 
This happened under the Guru or leader, Govind 
Singh. About the year 1690, when they had fled to 
the northern hills for safety, Govind urged his followers 
to fight. Needing men who would give their lives as 
he' commanded, it is related that he cried out: “ Are 
there not even five amongst you who can give their 
lives for their religion ? I want to sacrifice five men 
for the faith! ” . . . Then slowly five young men 
arose, each offering his life to the Guru. Govind said, 
" I will try you.” So he took one after the other into 
his tent. Presently, a rill of blood flowed from beneath 
it which soon became fivefold. Govind issued forth, 
closing the entrance behind him. Now he cried out, 
“ Is there another who dares give his life for the 
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truth ? ” Then the whole crowd arose and volunteered 
to die. But Govind flung open the tent-entrance and 
showed his followers the interior. Behold, all those 
five young men were standing alive within, and on the 
floor lay five slaughtered goats. “ Die no more as 
these goats,” cried Govind. “ Die like men, fighting ! ” 

From that day on- the Sikhs grew to be a military 
power. And they became so powerful that in another 
half-century they swept the Moghuls away from almost 
all of northern India. 

When we left the house of the Servant of India, 
the afternoon sun was far behind the walls and there 
was no need to fear his shafts of light. Therefore, 
we walked along the red roads between groves of 
mangoes, till we were outside of the city. 

My brother exclaimed, " How dreary it all sounds 
when a man talks an alien language. Govind could 
not use a single figure of speech. When we speak 
English, even elephants could not drag a jewelled 
metaphor out of us. I want to sing to relieve the 
pain in my heart— 

Every time I ask a question, God, 
Thou dost smile with stars. 
People call Thee loving— 
How can that be true 
If thou dost only smile 
While questions spear my heart ? ’ ” 

He sang his song twice. Then as if the question 
was answered, he pointed to a small house ahead of us 
and said, “ Let us go to that peasant’s home. I know 
him he speaks Hindi; he will make talk that will 
satisfy our thirsty fancy.” 

Under the light of the setting sun the peasant's 
newly thatched house had a glow of gold. Even 



the walls of brown throbbed with the singing grandeur 
of the sunset that was now deepening into purple 
in the western sky against which the palm fronds were 
spread in peacock fans of gold and emerald flames. 
As we drew near the prosperous-looking hut, the peasant 
family of four came to welcome us. After greetings 
and explanations were over, the owner of the house 
sat down beside us and talked. The pauses were 
punctuated by the cooing of a dove in the neighbouring 
mango grove. I asked, " Can India soon be free ? ” 

The peasant answered, " How can a man be free 
when his soul is not free ? To have a free country 
we must have free souls.” 

“ What is thy opinion of Gandhi ? ” 
The peasant answered to the rhythm of the swaying 

coco palms, " The dust of illusion still darkens men's 
eyes, but a day will come when all the people of the 
world will see that the Mahatma is their Lover. He 
speaks like a holy one, for he is holy, and when he 
smiles he has brouerht us God! ” 

can ask us to yield life. 

old sa-' 
‘ The fragrance of a flower goes but with the wind, 
but the fragrance of holiness goes even against the 
wind ? ’ Why should I need to see Gandhi ? His 

>ite my nature. Come, 
perform the evening meditation in my house. It 

Id the 
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pnes i s uouse. 1 nougn me evening worsmp was over, 
there was a lafge throng of people seated in the outer 
court, where from a wooden platform a man was reading 
from the Mahabharata. He, no doubt, had it all in his 
memory, since he looked very rarely at the book 
before him; if he did, I am sure he saw very little, 
for the small earthen lamp that was burning beside 
him was almost completely curtained with hovering 
moths. I felt a pang of beauty as I heard him roll 
but the majestic Sanskrit lines. He would stop now 
and then and explain at great length in the common 



He holds the universe in His grasp, 
Yet He is handless ; 
He is present everywhere, 
Yet he has no feet; 
He is sightless, yet sees all! 
Though earless, all the heart-beats of men are audible 

to Him, 
Smaller than the smallest. 
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Mahatma Gandhiki Jai! ’ And lo, hundreds of other 
voices shouted, as if echoing my cry: ‘Mahatma 
Gandhiki Jai’ And still other voices from the distant 
parts of the prison took up those echoes and the 
booming shook the prison walls as the flood shakes 
the walls of a mountain cave. 

" Suddenly, I felt a hand pulling mine. It was a 
follower of the Mahatma trying to speak to me in spite 
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“ Because I am no vendor of news, or a prostitute, 
I shall not tell you how bad was that jail. We were 
treated like the vilest cirminals. 

But this was our enlightenment,” the priest 

been heretofore, and how many brother souls have 
been murdered for centuries because we were ignorant 
of their torture. We could protest only by refraining 

some indeed abstained 

method and in a few days they, to< 
lger strike. No doubt this overcomin 



vm 

IN THE MARKET PLACE 47 

ther that I was ready to begin our journey and 
decided that we should start that evening for 

lares. 
We set out on our pilgrimage in a third-class 
«*, ir> QV'4‘TT% £iT!l it* nf fhft Rombav Mail. It was like being 

e; 

O COl 

sants 

■y 

th: 

iken place 
enormous. 
;s in India 
ted with a 
e eruption 

were no 
en. Their 
lopped up 
Men even 

•jH 



Jritish justice these 
3d. " There is not 
do not know, and 

b understand.” 
at his serene face, 

is adventurous life, 
3. He was saying, 
t his face, straight 
untain crests, and 
idicates a fastidious 
ig is that he cannot 
since the sixteenth 
it Moehuls. I have 



as mat 

;lity came 
\ph ”—ov 
e the sing' 
“ Thougl 
asure. bu‘ 



5o MY BROTHER’S FACE 

lady was unveiled, which surprised me somewhat. 
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“Baku! Daku ! (Cut-throat! Cut-throat! ) 
At a loss for a reply, the car resorted to invective. 

That incident marred the beauty of our journey. 
For the rest of the night the Kaowal remained silent, 
and the other passengers sought repose as best they 
could. Railway travel, like everything else, had 
changed in India. Later, when I went from Calcutta 
to Bombay, I saw, for the first time in my life, women 
and men travelling together, members of Brahmin and 
other important castes. We were nearly a hundred 
passengers in a third-class carriage, and the women s 
faces were totally unveiled, yet everyone in the car 
save myself took this display of women’s freedom as a 
matter of course. Were it in southern India where the 





CHAPTER IV 

THE SOUL OF INDIA—I 

Benares again ! The bend of the Ganges that first 
came to view glittered and flashed like a scimitar held 
under the sun. It was three o’clock in the afternoon 
when we entered the holy city. From the distant bridge 
over which we walked, the turrets and towers of the 
thronging temples rose to the sky that burned like a 
turquoise shell. Stone upon stone, yellow, grey, and 
brown, houses upon houses, rose tier upon tier—some 
had blue doors and windows, and some red ; but each 
and all breathed only one spirit; it was the city of 
holiness raised above the world in the trident of Shiva. 
Even the monkeys in the temple of the Mother seemed 
holy to me. Benares cannot be described; it is held 
aloft on the trident of holiness—no description can 
come near it. I can set down only a few impressions 
as background to my experiences there. I expected 
to be disappointed, for I had come to it after a long 
sojourn in an utterly alien world, and instead of dis¬ 
appointment, I felt its overwhelming majesty. It 
was Brahminism incarnate, for no matter what new 
sect rises among us, in Benares it will find a temple and 
worshippers. In fact, the long arm of the Eternal 
Religion that abides here reaches out and sustains 
any new religious experience that utters itself in any 
form of worship. Thousands of years, thousands of 
religious teachers—Buddha, Shankara, Ramanuja, 
Nanak, Kabir, and Vivekananda—all have found 
their place here. It is the vast banyan tree which 

53 
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gives shelter to any spirit who wishes to come to it. 
Here every arch is a soul-story and every roof the foot¬ 
stool of God. There is no other city in the world, 
unless it be Rome, that can point to and suggest an 
image of what Benares means to us. 

Colour on colour beat upon us like a changing sea. 
The tawny minarets of the Beni Madhav rose clear 
against the intense red of the large gaunt temple 
towers next to it; the latter in turn stood against the 
pure white domes of lesser houses of worship, and over 
them all danced the gleaming turquoise sky on fire 
with the sun. Men and animals jostled one another 
as we walked the ancient flagstones, while beside us 
paced the multitude of pilgrims clad in robes of the 
colour of ochre, yellow, white and red. The large 
Shiva Bulls, with their humps throbbing with heat 
and fat, rubbed their sleepy grey sides against us. 

That July afternoon was not a day, but a revelation. 
No sooner had we entered the city than we felt that 
the veil of delusions was tom asunder, giving us a 
glimpse of the road that we were destined to travel in 
order to reach the Holy One. It seemed quite natural 
that everyone we met should point out the way to us. 
In Benares the streets have no names, and houses are 
not numbered, yet everyone whom we asked for direc¬ 
tion told us which turn of the road to follow. One 
white-bearded old man said, “ Go to the Spice Market 
and turn north ; that will bring you to the Jewellers ; 
there, if you do not find anyone to tell you which way 
to turn, go east; that will bring you to the Flower- 
Weavers’ (garland-makers’) quarters; turn east again 
—But Shiva Vishnu, what is the use of so much 
information—one step at a time, say the senile and the 
wise! Therefore go, brothers, first to the Spice Market, 
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“ He has no fear of growth, senility, and death, for 
he has put on the flame-garb of Immortality. Now 
with mortal hands he gathers the fire of deathlessness. 
He is stiller than the mountains, hence swifter than the 
swiftest flight of man’s mind; subtler than the subtlest, 
as a tiger in the blackness of the forest. He is the 
Eagle of Eternity flying through the wilderness of 
time. He has unlocked the door of Soul-ecstasy for 
the Spirit of men to enter in. Though desireless, he 
fulfills all desires! O thou fierce silence, quicken my 
senses, smite my tongue till it drips with the flaming 
honey of Truth-Utterance, and this my mortal body 
becomes Thy Chalice of Immortality ! Hari—Om— 
Hari Om—Hari-i-i O-O-m-m ! ” But it was not these 
words, but the golden thunder-vibrant voice touching 
chords of infinite range and shades of sound that held 
us motionless where we stood as he chanted till the sun 
went down. 

I know not how long we waited in the vestibule, 
but at last when we entered the presence we found 
the Holy One seated on a wooden couch and a small 
brass lamp burning near him. The room was abso¬ 
lutely bare. The red sandstone walls looked gaunt 
and hard, the cemented grey floor felt cool under our 
travel-hot feet. 

We fell on our faces before Maharaj, the Lion, 
the name they gave the Blessed One. It was such a 
joy and relief to lie there on one’s face ! Every 
moment I felt that gladness was passing into my 
heart with a pang. I know not how long we lay thus, 
prostrate before him. 

Suddenly, we heard him say, “ Rest a long time 
here.” 

Now I looked at him. Yes, he was indeed holy. 
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The power poured from him, infusing ah the air of the 
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A very short walk brought us to the river bank. 
The brief morning twilight had already vanished, and 
the warm white light of day shimmered on the waters 
of the Ganges. Every time a woman or a man clad 
in crimson or saffron dipped in the water, the colours 
broke into a thousand running bits of liquid splendour. 
Here and there against the half-leaning and half-falling 
sculptured walls of a temple, girls in violet chudders, 
their yellow skirts dripping, moving like statues in 
stately procession in an antique world, or like frescoes, 
suddenly come to life. 

At last I found myself, swimming down the glad 
currents of the sacred river. The tall stiff embank¬ 
ments of the Gwallior Ghaut slipped by me; half- 
submerged temples, shrines of an older cult, raised 
their red turrets as if to greet me, as stroke bv stroke 
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so I will go and bathe. Will you all go home after 
you have finished your work ? ” Then he turned to¬ 
ward me. “ Come, let us bathe and have a swim.” 

In a few moments he and I were swimming in the 
Ganges. He swam wonderfully. Suddenly, I remem¬ 
bered the carbuncle growing on his back and urged 
him not to swim any more. Like a naughty lad he 
answered, " I do not think of carbuncles when I am 
at play. Come, race me against the current! ” 

It was hard work for me. I admit he went against 
the moderate current faster than I. Again we passed 
the Yogi lost in meditation on the turret of a fallen 
temple, and the glittering purple, orange, russet, and 
green draperies of the bathers clinging to their bodies 
like liquid colours as they came out of the water and 
up the stately steps of the Ghaut, while above them 
gleamed the red, brown, white, and tawny temples in 
the fierce light of the sun. Lo, he had sprung like a 
lion of white flames over the city and flung himself 
on a black cloud—that “ elephant of the sky ” as the 
poet said. 

At last we reached a place where we saw my 
brother standing on the edge of the water, with eyes 
shut, chanting to the sun : 

“ Golden hands. 
Golden wings, 
With thy fiery radiance 
Scorch and consume all ills and evil. 
And bring that day 
That will press my heart against the heart of God.” 

The Holy Man looked at me, his dark brown eyes 
twinkling with mischief. He said, “ I suppose thou 
canst no more sit still and meditate on God than a 
tiger can concentrate on vegetarianism! ” 

“ I am not pious like my brother,” I replied meekly. 
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“ Ha, thou callest him pious, he who has beheld 
God ? ” the Holy One ejaculated. 

“ Has he truly seen God, my Lord ? ” 
“ Canst thou not smell the fragrance of his soul ? 

If thy spirit’s nostrils cannot inhale it, can words give 
thee the perfume of yon man’s vision ? ” 

“ Then he has seen God ? ” I enquired and affirmed 
in the same breath. 

“ Ask him. He will tell thee,” said the Holy One 
very simply. 

We left my brother to meditate on the river bank, 
and went on toward the Holy Man’s abbey. Again 
I noticed how beautiful some of the figures looked clad 
in their wet raiments. The rhythm of their barefooted 
walk and the close-clinging wet colours made the women 
seem creatures from some ancient myth. Here and 
there a porter, bare to the waist, would pass with a 
heavy weight on his head. To see so much of a body, 
such pleasing skin, such play of muscles was a strange 
contrast to New York, where everyone is dressed to 
the hilt. Here in India the bronze men carrying loads 
on their heads looked stately—in fact, no king is so 
majestic as men or women carrying loads in this way. 
The dignity of it is unsurpassable. No matter how 
cultivated a society grows its toilers will always appear 
more in harmony with art than its idlers. “ The 
carrier of a load is greater than the wearer of a crown,” 
Benares told me. 

The Holy One who had been walking silently beside 
me suddenly remarked : “If the Without is so beautiful, 
how much more beautiful the Within must be ! ” 

“ But, Master, can’t I tarry a bit at the door of 
the Without ? ” 

He answered, “ Thou dost not tarry; thou dost 
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Air-Eater lying dead. Nobody mourned him, since 
nobody missed anything by his going. 

“ It was about six weeks after the cremation of 
the dead body of the Air-Eater that a horrible crime, 
a murder, occurred in the village. The whole com¬ 
munity was shaken with disgust and fear. So the next 
day the Elders, as you know, the four elders of four 
castes, and the old priest, all started to fast and pray 
in order to purify the community. They kept it up 
two days. It was about the last hour of the second day, 
when one of the Elders shouted, ‘ Mila, mila ! ’ (The 
hidden is revealed !) The others asked, ‘ What have 
you found ? ’ 

" He answered, ‘ the clue to the murder.' 
" Of course, the whole village was called to the 

communal threshing floor, and the old man held forth : 
‘ It was when my beard had sprouted to its full size 
that the Air-Eater first came to that mountain cave. 
And he lived near us till now, and my beard is the 
colour of sand. He died two moons ago. But all the 
time he lived yonder, we sent him our fruits and cakes. 
Never did he raise a finger to help us; he gave no 
barren woman a boon, nor did he cure the sick. Yet 
did our harvest grow any leaner ? Did the thunder 
god fail to empty his cloud-buckets each season ? Did 
crops suffer ? Were the kine stricken with pestilence ? 
Nay—I hear you say Nay! All went well. Virtue 
begat virtue; life begat better life. No man took 
his brother’s life as long as the holy one lived. Now 
hardly has he died, when we have murder in our midst. 
Is not the due plain ? Is it not written in our own 
hearts ? Does not the soul shout it so that our ears 
ache with it ? Yes, fools and murderers that we be, 
we were pure of folly and murder as long as he lived. 
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Now that he is dead there is no one here to ward off 
evil. He never did us good, but his lion-presence 
kept the wolf of calamity from our doors ! ’ ” 

Here the Holy One paused and looked at us. 
Seeming to realize fully that we were hanging on his 
every word, he resumed : 
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mouth at midday, I was fainting with thirst. I saw 
him come out, a man old, ah, old as this city of Benares. 
His hair was like threads of white silk, his eyes were 
sunken like large lamps in a misty cave. He gave me 
a drink of water out of a black shell. I drank on and 
on—it seemed that I could never have enough—I had 
no desire to look at anything. Finally, when I had 
drained the last long drop I raised my eyes to see my 
master, but lo, I beheld only for a moment his back 
at the cavern-mouth. Then he was gone ! 

“ I knew what he meant—1 had lost him ! I 
said to myself, ‘ The thirst of thy body took precedence 
of thy soul’s thirstiness.’ But there was no time to 
rebuke myself—somehow I must attain that man! 
So I sat down to meditate. I meditated five hours. 
Yet no answer from the Air-Eater. Darkness was 
shutting down upon me. The young bears were link¬ 
ing their voices together in the upper woods and shook 
the echoes in all directions. The stars came out and 
questioned me. Again I plunged myself into medita¬ 
tion and not before the first faint preening of the wings 
of dawn did I emerge therefrom. Then I felt a cool 
something resting on my hand. I looked carefully; 
it was the chin of a fawn, dripping with dew. I looked 
beyond—a pair of small ruby eyes glowed near by. 
As if they- caught my glance and took the hint, they 
disappeared. The fawn breathed more easily, and 
raised its chin ; I gently stroked its nose and forehead 
with my hand. Turning my gaze from the deep 
brotherhood that danced in its eyes, I looked at the 
stars ; they were close and quivered questioningly like 
the beckoning finger of a man—it is a terror-rousing 
sight; do not let the stars question you! 

“ Suddenly, they stopped those heart- 
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of each one of us with all. Alas, hardly had that glori¬ 
ous light broken out when again it vanished. 

" Then,” he continued slowly, all his radiance gone 
from his eyes, “ then I said to myself, ‘ He will not teach 
me with words; from now on my instructions must 
come through Silence ’; and I rose to leave, for I had 
accomplished my purpose. After I started down the 
hill I could not help looking back over my shoulder. 
Behold, he was standing there at the cave-mouth, 
smiling a tender, inscrutable smile. I said to myself 
over and over again, ‘Yes, I know, my instructions 
will come to me through silence now.’ 

" I never saw the Air-Eater again. The next time 
I went to his cave, I stopped at the village first and 
they told me what I suspected; the Air-Eater had 
passed onward.” 
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very little sense of humour; he laid out his 
all the unction of a priest poking among 

le doctor tumea to mm. i must give you an 
hetic,” he said. 
Le Master opened his eyes and added gently, 
>n’t think that is necessary. One of the disciples 
ssist you while to the others I shall talk philo- 
'; that will be my anaesthetic.” 
But you will suffer pain. You may bungle my 
” retorted Sophocles. 
3h, no, Doctor ; I will not spoil the skill of your 
ments of torture. Do begin ! ” 

they began. Sophocles deftly cut into the 
ncle while the Master described in a quiet even 
the need of Bhakti, Raja, Jnana, and Karma 
to us. He went on and on with his ideas as the 
r worked with his scalpel. Yet the Blessed One’s 
iid not change, nor was there a mark of pain 
^ anywhere in his face. Once in a while I felt 
inning and trickling of blood down his back as 
.used between sentences, but even that feeling 
was brushed aside by the words coming from his 

The wound was completely 
Now the doctor turned to the Master 
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is not altogether alien to a woman’s. So any Christian 
who looks at the image should tell himself that he is 
seeing the Mother and the Son, two in one, and, if he 
does so, his pilgrimage to the Deer Park will be repaid 
by an exquisite experience. 

Later, while my brother went inside, I sat on the 
steps of a temple watching the people come and go. 
The faces of the pilgrims who filled the streets almost 
stunned me. They were not faces but desolate im¬ 
mensities with eyes that had lost all trace of earthly 
interest and burnt with the terrible longing for another 
world. This was India and India’s very secret— 
unbearable, lonely, sinister—yet how full of serenity 
in the absence of all but the ultimate desire! Pre¬ 
sently, I began asking each one who passed within my 
reach, “ Is the soul immortal ? ” to which came 
the invariable answer: 

“ It is. As the snake shuffles off an old skin to 
put on a new one, so doth the soul shuffle off a body, 
but it dies not with the death of its body.” 

I noticed among the pilgrims a peasant woman, 
about forty years old, who was from Kathiwar. She 
was very dark brown, a colour intensified by the spot¬ 
less snow-white sari she wore, a small and delicate 
creature with sensitive features. She had been seated 
on the steps above me, and now she rose to her feet 
and stood with her back against the temple wall like 
an exquisite bas-relief. As though fortified by this 
support, she demanded what right I had to come and 
question. 

Before I could answer, a tall fat beggar edged his 
way toward me: " O father, father of kings; the 
daughters from thy loins will be queens if thou wilt 
but give a starved man a penny,” he begged. 
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and the sacred bulls, we dashed down an alley that led 
to the river and away from the crowds. Here and 
there from the houses would come the sound of weird 
chants lifted to God ; a child rushed out from a doorway 
screaming for some friend beyond sight or sound, and 
then we came upon a man with his right arm upraised, 
stiffened, and petrified. It stuck out like a stump 
from his shoulder. He was a gaunt, shaggy fellow, 
his face and head covered with black hair streaked with 
white. He sat on the bank of the riv cr j> motionless 
in the twilight, and staring at the water without ever 

, shutting his eyes. I hesitated to speak to him. His 
presence made me feel ill at ease, but at last, I sum¬ 
moned my courage and said, “ Hast thou given thy 
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she seemed that old when one saw her at work. She 
lived in a little house of her own, which she cleaned 
with her own hands every morning, and no one was 
allowed to help her. She was a Sunyabadin (All-is- 
nothingist), preaching All-is-nothing-ism in her own 
dwelling and seldom leaving it. She was a sweet old 
lady, apparently a Kashmiri, for her skin was light 
and she had hazel eyes, large and round. Her dried 
thin lips looked like a crack across the ivory of her face. 
She was straight as an arrow and the doming of her 
tall shaven head made her look extraordinarily tall. 

The walls of her brick house were pure as a 
Mohammedan cemetery just whitewashed. After we 
had sat down before her, on a cemented floor bare 
even of a mat, she said, “ Why do you come here ? ” 

“ Are we not welcome ? ” I asked. 
She smiled gently and replied, “ I have no God 

to offer you.” 
“ But are you not a Hindu ? ” I questioned anew. 
" A Hindu I am,” she answered. “ That is why 

I can be what I am. I could not be a Moslem and say 
God does not exist, but I can be a Hindu and say as 
Kapila, ‘ If God exists—where is the proof ? ’ In our 
scripture it is said, ‘ He who says he knows, knows not 
God. He who says he knows not, may know Him.’ 
One who denies is as good as one who affirms.” 

“ Then, Mother, Hinduism is both theism and 
atheism ? ” 

* 

She answered, " It is both and more. Kapila, 
who was a God-denier, is as holy to a Hindu as Shan- 
kara, who affirmed Him. Buddha is an incarnation 
of God, for he affirmed what he denied. Hinduism is 
not a bludgeon, but an assemblage of singers with 
instruments—each has his own melody and tune to 
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lcI been living with it so long. 
" O thou America-sodden spirit—to help is to 

Ip oneself! Whenever thou helpest a man out- of 
s pig-sty of trouble thou art helping thine own 
oral muscles to grow. So why sayest thou that it 
to another thou givest aid ? ” 
“ But suppose ”—I tried a new approach—" one 

luld be pure enough to do good ? ” 
“ The pure do good by nature,” he roared. “ The 

>co-palm grows coco-nuts not to give the cool drink 
its milk to a thirsty traveller on a hot day ; it grows 

>co-nuts because it cannot help the fruiting of its own 
;ing. The pure bear good fruits.” 

” But if, instead of good, I do evil and commit 
Hies ? ” I asked. 

" The folly of a mad soul,” he answered solemnly, 
mav helD the world more than the ^ood deeds of the 



THE SOUL OF INDIA—II 85 

of jasmine, but my brother’s had a perfume unknown 
to me. We took the dust from his feet. As we were 
going out through his narrow doorway, his parting shot 
rang out: “ Every being must exhale the perfume that 
is in him. The flower doth not make the bouquet, 
that is the business of the gardener ; all that the flower 
can do is to keep its nature pure and its fragrance 
fresh.” 

After we had gone half-way toward the city, a 
thunder-storm broke. The cloud trumpeted like a 
mad elephant; its lightning tusks flashed and curved 
from horizon to horizon ; cranes flew to greet it and 
the trees swayed with the wind like a green helmeted 
army clamorous in the fray. The temples and palace 
towers reared their challenging brows against the 
cloud, and the drums beaten by the worshippers sought 
to drown the thunder. Even flowers and leaves were 
tom from trees, and vines tumbled and trembled on 
the road as did the scarlet blossoms in the streets of 
Ancient Ujjaini where Kalidasa, the poet, observed 
them twenty centuries ago. 

Right before us, hardly four feet away, a mango 
tree as thick as two legs of an elephant put together 
swayed and lurched. My brother cried out and pushed 
me back ; lo, with a sighing sound the tree rose slowly 
from the ground, all its roots straining to the utmost. 
For a while it seemed to stay in mid-air, then a gust of 
wind like a thousand sharp-edged axes snapped the 
roots, the tree was heaved like a pile of dirt and flung 
with a crash into the road. Its trunk throbbed and its 
branches trembled as an animal mortally wounded. 

The wind blew harder and harder; the very road 
seemed to be rocking under our feet. We skirted the 
fallen tree and fled for shelter into the city, running 
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water blotting everything out of sight. The fury of 
the rain muted the thunder roar into a plaintive distant 
cry ; even the flashes of lightning could be seen hardly 
at all through the inky curtain of dazzling rain that 
ploughed up the ground before us. The Holy One 
began to chant and his voice held fathoms of assurance 
in its clear depths: 

“ Thou art the One Truth to whom men have given many 
names; 

Thou art the sanctity that is in woman, 
And the manliness that is in man ; 
Thou art the young woman and the little brother that 

stands beside her. 
Thou art the aged one leaning on a staff, 
Thou art the new bom, thousand-faced in every child. 
The dragon-fly's blue loveliness flashing through space. 
The startled light in the ruby eyes of the dove ; 
Thou art the dancer footing the seasons, 
And the large-wombed cloud 
(Heavy with the pregnancy of its lightning-child) 
That drags its dark side laboriously 
Over the tumult of the blue-black sea ; 
All these forms 
Reiterate that thou art the Ultimate Silence 
Over which gathers the dust of sound." 

It rained all day and all night and before mid¬ 
night all life seemed to have been enveloped for a 
thousand years in dull drumming showers. Moisture 
pressed closer and closer upon our senses until every 
pore in our bodies ached with the soft damp relentless 
insistence of the rain. The sinister monotone of water 
and wind pierced the hearing and seized the brain and 
beat upon every nerve centre again and again and 
again until the human consciousness danced with pain. 
The Holy One ordered us to meditate on God in his 
company. I do not know how long we meditated with 
him on the floor of his bare room, but when at last he 
spoke, it was the middle of the night. A light was 
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own finger, and every leaf as the hair on thine own 
body ; each animal is a part of thy limb, and each bird 
a reflection of the winged thoughts in thy brain. 
Thy feet are below the abyss, for thy soul is above the 
highest imagination of men. How darest thou stoop 
to notice this beggar-talk of the disinherited souls? 
To thee even the sun marks no frontier, and the spaces 
dare not ask for thy citizenship. Art thou not the 
myriad faces of life merged and intensified in One ? 
What dost thou fear ? Doth the Absolute fear ? 
Can Immortality die ? Canst thou be stilled by the 
lesser fury of men’s words ? ” 

He paused a moment. His face seemed to grow 
into another face. His eyes burnt with a serenity 
that almost scorched us. 

“ When I sit and meditate, trraduallv as I oass 
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Bring out the Face of Compassion from within 
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farthest reach of your imagination! It burned, it 
danced, it beckoned, then almost touched you as a 
peacock eating from your hand ; then suddenly it 
flew away and vanished beyond space into its vibrant, 
poignant nothingness of blue. He who has not seen 
the Indian sky after a heavy rain knows not India! 

In a few moments the Holy One came out to join 
us. At the sight of the heavens he raised his hands 
in a gesture of benediction, and spoke softly : 

“ O thou that art within me, quicken each being; 
quicken every soul so that by his own will he may do 
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IN THE HOUSE OF THE TEMPLE 
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Hindus, the steps down are cast-iron made in Sheffield. 
Where there are no Ghauts or factories, there are 
steamboat landing stations as ugly as any the world 
over. Added to this a horrible steam goods-train 
line runs along the full length of the town up and down 
the river to carry jute from factory to warehouse, 
and back again. The only relief from the reign of 
ugliness is a few Indian temples and the Maidan. 

The Maidan is a large park with gardens, cricket 
fields, and polo grounds, the centre of which is occupied 
by the garrison called Fort William. Beautiful grey 
macadam and red gravel roads serpentine their way 
through the thick tropical verdure of this park which 
is, however, being rapidly encroached upon by statues 
and public buildings whose untropical character I 
have already described. Even in the Maidan, if one 
has any hope left for Beauty, it is well crushed by the 
military band that plays indifferent Western music 
there with great gusto. Think of bits from Meyerbeer 
and Verdi, Victor Herbert, and Tchaikowsky—all 
groaning, booming, and bombarding your hearing 
where the sunlight falls on you like a thunderbolt of 
heat and the breeze is oppressive with a thousand 
whisperings of the forest lands where tigers creep taut 
as a rope stretched to the full, and leap on bisons 
twice their size, and the flute of the savage calls his 
beloved to the tryst through the thickly fragrant night. 
Where thousands of elephants used to walk through 
jungle lands, now honk and pass taxis intent on speed 
and profit. Speed and profit, yes, that is the breath 
and pulse-beat of modem Calcutta. 

Yet, it is my own town, and I love it. The language 
of Bengal is spoken there as nowhere else. Every 
tongue has the style of Tagore’s prose—pellucid. 
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haunting, wicked. The first Bengali sentence that 
Calcutta spoke to me on my return was, “ Come, amuse 
thyself with kind words ; the day is young, and we all 
know that life is brief as a sparrow’s hop.” The 
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I must say also that besides unlearning many 
things, I was forced to learn. The younger members of 
the family, mostly my nephews and nieces, were very 
forward and assertive ; I said to myself, “ They have 
no manners at all. Why, when we were their age— 
eighteen or twenty—we were seen, never heard! 
The young are a horrible spectacle nowadays, the 
world over,” I grumbled. " No doubt they have their 
excellence, but that does not excuse their demerits. 
Imagine young people thirty years ago arguing to 
prove one of their seniors wrong ! We never did such 
rude things.” Now my nephews and nieces not only 
contradicted me, but told me to my face that I was 
not good but—goody-goody! I was so enraged that 
I could have murdered the lot of them and felt no 

regret. 
Every dog must have his day, however, even these 

modem youngsters. My niece told me that she thought 
men ought to attempt to “ line up ” to the women. 
As if they had done anything else all these centuries! 
She added insult to injury by saying that a man like 
me, who relaxes too much at home, will not be tolerated 
within another twenty years. I was advised to keep 
up to the mark at home as I did abroad. Then 
another niece, an.orthodox soul, enjoined upon me 
two baths and three meditation hours a day. She 
also thought my relations with God were too loose. 
Now I ask the travelled reader if this does not sound 
like his own home-coming ? I have since then decided 
to live on steamships and Pullman trains. Never 
shall I willingly go where the young are shaping the 
future nearer to their hearts’ desire. 

I have a nephew, a lad of twenty or thereabouts. 
He and his friends opened my eyes to another aspect 



I lien life, 
Lemistry ? 
le West ? 
e truths ? 
people of 
: and few 
rget, sir; 
;vil inter¬ 
fere are 
rs to one 
the face 



w nat can t. 
an we ourselv 
“ What did 

ink of us as s 
A flood of e 

Did not we H 
cimal system 
e Arabs give 1 
e Chaldeans, 
tronomy ? ] 
ake gunpowd 
>t Persia invei 



I'M TTTF WOTT9F OF TPTF TFMPT F X J.\ x X1H/ XXw w uJu \JJC ° x XlJJ-r X jC#JL¥Xx .w.iu* 103 

Here the medical student put the finishing touch 
to the afternoon’s argument: " Until the eighteenth 
century, the East and West were abreast of each other. 
If one were more advanced than the other, surely it 
was the East. Since the Crusades and before the 
eighteenth century, the Western swashbucklers came 
to us for gold, silk. Damascene work, and the real arts 
of civilization. They kept on coming as beggars to 
the gate of a royal palace. Till the eighteenth century 
they were our debtors, then they stole a march on us 
when they superseded man- and animal-power by 
steam and electricity. During all these thousands' of 
years, civilization was the gift of the East to the West. 
Only a hundred out of thousands of years is European ; 
their civilization began with the steam engine and will 
end with aerial navigation. In a hundred more years, 
they are finished—and their souls dead. I grant you 
that the nineteenth century is theirs, but not the other 
hundreds of years before when they took and we gave! ” 

“ But that hundred years is something, isn’t it ? 
I asked. 

“ Give us time. Let us have the equivalent of 
X 

those hundred years with all their material facilities, 
and I can wager that our splendid Asiatic genius and 

. concentration will in the end give them a better science 
than their own. We shall beat them at their own 
game. Bose, Sah, Dutta, Ray, Ghose, Rahman, 
Noguchi are illustrious names in science already. In 
thirty-five years, working under discomfort and positive 
discouragement, the Asiatic genius has already shown 
what it can do. I repeat, give us a hundred years 
with full facilities; that is all we ask, and then the 
West will do what it did before : it will come to the 
East for culture and for civilization.” 
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I said, “ I am glad to hear you talk like that, 
illustrates the difference of your generation from r 
In mine we did not believe in anything hardly. 

the new spirit. We are working against the adaman 
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my hands—I must not give up the thought of 
for the thought of Doing. I must cease wishing fcF 
push the universe toward the pet goal of my fancy, 
and suffering because it was impossible. The Holy 
One was not the only Oriental prophet to remind me 
that I was not my brother’s keeper, but his lover. 

Hmdu will make his point without quoting abundant 
statistics. The pestilence of figures is spreading from 
mind to mind. 

From the younger generation I went to my brother 
and sister for protection. It was evening already. 
We sat on the roof under the starry sky—velvety 
black—from which the stars hung so low and warm 
that one could almost pluck them like grapes. But 
to-nieht even the stars were out of kev. In that 
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coffee tempered by cream,” my brother used to say, 
not coffee-clear like ours ; her nose was aquiline, almost 
Semitic, her eyes were slanting, not round, darkened 
by long black lashes ; there was some grey now in her 
thick jet hair and a line or two in that smooth brow, 
but nothing else, save her white widow’s sari, spoke of 
any change. In the darkness, I could distinguish 
nothing but the whiteness of her dress, but I knew 
that its severity was unmitigated by any borders of 
colourful design. She had never worn ornaments even 
in her youth. Great was her austerity, and fortunately 
she was very strong; none of us could remember a 
day when she felt tired enough to omit the fulfilment 
of a single duty. She lived on two small meals a day 
—altogether one-half a pound of rice and a pound of 
milk; while she superintended the work of a temple, 
fed forty or fifty people, meditated on God three solid 
hours every day, beside taking care of a daughter-in- 
law, son, and grandson. She gave an hour and a half 
each day to her grandson, as a part of religious com¬ 
munion. But in spite of her competence, she was 
not like our mother; she had a plethora of common 
sense. Once when a European lady had invited her 
to tea, my sister enquiring the hour and hearing that 
it was half-past four, answered, “ Oh, then I am sorry 
to say that it will be impossible for me to come as the 
important preparation of God-business begins after 
four, and if I do not attend to it, the even-song will 
not be as good as usual.” 

Such a reply would have been impossible from my 
mother; to her God was a whim, not a heavy weight 
on her mind. I am certain that she would have found 
as much of Him in a tea-cup as in an even-song. 
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how to dress for dinner after cooking. The garment 
of the kitchen may be worn only after an arduous 
bath and the cleansing of the body. Once the cooking 
is done, the garment of the kitchen must be put away 
and the garment of the feast donned. I was not 
allowed to rest in the afternoon in the dress of the feast. 
. . . Oh, there were a thousand little things that the 
woman-mind .picks up as a miser gathers his pennies— 
there was the evening toilet, the meditation—all these 
things was I taught as well as the work of pleasing a 
husband. But now I seek only to please God,” she 
concluded. 

“ How much Sanskrit dost thou know, Sister ? ” 
I asked. 

" A few hymns. The one I love most is : ‘ Those 
who with steadfast love worship Me, seeking Me 
in all things, and all things in Me, shall attain the 
supreme light.’ I weary of all this ; I hunger for the 
stealthy one—Death ! ” 

Something in her voice made my brother who had 
been silent all this while ask gently, ” Dost thou weary 
of us, my sister ? Dost thou not love us ? ” 

” O ho ! What idle talk,” she expostulated. “ If 
I did not love you both—the images of herself—would 
I yet cling to this dancing dust ? ” She turned to me : 
“ Did I not fast for thy home-coming so that all the 
impurity of life might be cleansed and the paths of 
thorn turned into a river of blessing ? Were she here 
she would have fasted to purify her thoughts in order 
to mirror for other souls their own. purity. ‘ Self¬ 
cleansing cleanses the world,’ she said once—and, 
thinking of her, I fasted and prayed to make myself 
and the world worthy of thy home-coming.” 

We were obliged to reassure our sister who was as 
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CHAPTER VII 

MY BROTHER’S STORY : THE CHILD 

“ I had hardly set foot into my eighth year,” began 
my brother, “ when one morning Mother sent me down 
to open the garden door and let in one of the servants. 
As I walked through the flowers, I was thrilled by 
their colours and fresh perfume. I am glad I looked 
at everything, for it was the last time in my life that I 
was to feel the poignant beauty of things as they are, 
without also sensing the ever present closeness of 
death. I was walking very slowly and this was ex¬ 
tremely fortunate, for behold, only half a dozen yards 
away, coiling near the door, the king cobra raised his 
head! He must have heard my footsteps for he was 
making ready to strike. At that moment I received 
the most powerful shock of my childhood and I cannot 
explain to this day my complete presence of mind. 
I pulled out a stake about two feet long from one of the 
rose plants that was growing around it, and before the 
partly sleepy snake had spread his grey-brown hood to 
its full size, I smote him so hard that his neck broke 
almost in two. The uncoiled rest of his body rose and 
fell like a whip-lash in an attempt to wind around my 
leg or hand. I struck on his head again and again till 
the whip-lash rose no more ; it pulsated with life for 
a moment or two, then grew still. When I opened the 
door over the body of the snake and ordered the 
servant to step carefully, she nearly fainted when she 
understood what I had done. She carried me up to 
my mother, saying, ‘ He is bom to be a King for he 
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has slain the King of Serpents.’ Mother only smiled 
with the peaceful assurance of love, but that afternoon 
she started to teach me our Bible, the Bhagavad Gita. 
I do not see why she began it so early in my life, when 
the rest of you did not have it until after you were 
fourteen.” 

" Thou wert years older than any of us in spirit. 
She knew it well enough,” I said. 

“ Nay, she knew that the sudden discovery of the 
viper in the midst of the glow and richness of the 
morning freshness of our garden had opened an un- 

This is the lesson of the Gita. Now we are ready 
begin the book.’ The explanations she gave and t 
comments she made I find are just as sound to-d: 
as they were then. Has thou read our Bible recently ? 
he asked abruptly. 

" Yes,” I answered. “ And my recent reach 
verified what I too learned from Mother years ago 
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Soul, Shree Krishna, is the God in each being. But it 
is not enough to use the senses for the mind; we must 
go further and control the mind and use it too as a 
servant of our soul. Thus we increase our soul’s sight— 
the third eye. Dost thou understand now why every 
man puts a mark each dawn upon his forehead—the 
foreigners call it the caste mark, but in truth it is the 
mark that symbolizes to each man his third eye. We 
begin each day by marking our foreheads and reminding 
ourselves so to act and live each moment that our 
soul-eye may soon open wide and behold Him who is 
waiting to become visible. There is no escape for us 
from the purpose of the Gita.’ 

" Without raising any further questions at the 
outset, we went on studying the poem. On an average 
we spent upon it three hours a week. In the course 
of a year, I nearly mastered its salient stanzas. The 
advantage of being taught by word of mouth is that 
the unconscious being assimilates what is congenial 
to the spirit and the rest it rejects despite all the effort 
of the conscious mind to crowd the soul. Is not everyone 
of us a blind king ? Mother bade me notice how the 
characters in the poem speak in the first person. It is 
I, the infinite consciousness talking to I the finite 
listener and wanderer. Finally, God says, ‘ I am the 
taste in the water, the light behind the sun and the 
moon, the sanctity in the Vedas, the humanity of 
Man and the sound wandering to its silence in the sky. 
I am the golden thread of continuity running through 
all things, the seed eternal blossoming in each being.’ 

“ In each man crouches the silence, the enigma of 
all existence, as the tiger crouches in the densest 
jungle. ‘ There is no answer buried outside ourselves,’ 
Mother said, ' for the claws of our spirit to dig up as 
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the bear grabs for roots ; our questions are answered 
from within.’ 

“To illustrate her meaning further, she told me 
this story. ‘ Once in many years, my child, Mushiknava, 
the musk-deer of the hills, is haunted by the breath of 
musk-perfume in its nostrils. It does not know whence 
that odour comes, but it is like the call of Krishna’s 
flute which none can resist. So the Mushiknava runs 
from jungle to jungle in pursuit of the musk. The 
poor animal gives up food and drink, sleep and rest. 
As a child seeks the echo, calling here while echo 
answers from over the ravine, then crossing the ravine 
and hearing from this side the answering cry, so it is 
with the Mushiknava. It knows not whence the musk 
calls—but it must follow over ravines, forests, and hills 
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Bengal, they rose blue and distant. I shouted to Father, 
‘ Look, there are blue douds in these parts.’ Ghond 
said, ' Your son calls the Sky-complexioned Ones 
clouds.’ My father explained that these appearances 
were not mobile and rootless, as the clouds, but forest- 
clad hills as rooted to the ground as the trees that are 
rooted in them; not ‘ sky-complexioned ’ but * sky- 
drinkers,’ he said, ‘ is their name.’ 

“ When we reached Chhota, we descended from 
railway goods van—-the line was new then and 

goods vans were the only cars running. Outside the 
little station-house stood six elephants caparisoned in 
scarlet and gold. The oldest one had a pearl-wrought 
lacework on his forehead to shade his eyes from the 
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The sunset and the darkness fell like heavy wings. 
In the intense stillness horns sounded from the forest 
lands announcing the Rajah's return from the chase. 

“ About eight in the evening, after a hearty dinner, 
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imbecility, blinder than blindness, knave of knaves, 
first and last ass of the Universe ! ’ He paused and went 
on like a man in a daze, ‘ Let me think . . . Yes, art 
thou hurt, child ? ’ 

“ I, who was now standing on my feet, replied, 
‘ No, my Lord.’ 

“ ' Come to breakfast as soon as thou art washed,’ 
said Father. ‘ My nerves are all unstrung. As for thee, 
Ghond, after breakfast I shall hear thy account of this 
nefarious carelessness. Begone till then. My eyes 
catch fire at the sight of thy face.’ 

" ‘ Yes, Your Honour,’ said Ghond. Then with a 
wink at me he went over to the crowd that was un¬ 
wrapping the dead tiger from the tent canvas. 

“ After breakfast Father announced, ‘ I am suffer¬ 
ing from loss of serenity.’ 

“ Then he sent for Ghond, to whom, when he 
appeared, he said, ‘ Explain thy conduct. The Rajah’s 
rifle is not thine. How didst thou come by it ? ’ 

“ Ghond began, ' O protector of religion, can a 
live hunter do anything but shoot ? I am not a fish. 
I have been watching that cross-marked half-leopard 
and half-tiger for three nights now. He is cunning as 
a Christian. Look, he broke through the ring of fire, 
at dawn when the men that feed it had retired into 

» 

their tents to sleep. I smelt his presence in my sleep 
three nights in succession. This morning the stench 
was so intense that I went out to see where he was. 
I could not find him. Then I stole into your tent and 
took the rifle. When I had wind of him again, there 
he was playing with the flap-door of our tent, which 
I had left untied. I could not aim at his head, for every 
time I tried, the flap would move and interfere, as a 
gossip interferes with love. 
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Mother,’ I said, ‘ why are there not men only 
and no tigers ?' 
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begging bowl and gave it to the Master. The Lord 
said, “ I am pleased. This fruit slakes my thirst as 
nectar that of the Gods. Yet, Haridas, how earnest 
thou to have it ? ” ’ 

" ‘ “ To-day when I begged for fruit, they gave me 
many,” ’ said Haridas, the trader; “ ' so I chose two, 
one to eat to-day, and the other to save up for an 
emergency.” ’ 

“ ‘ But the Lord said, “ Depart from me—thou 
art a householder, not fit to be the friend of Poverty. 
I send thee hence as one who by saving a fruit has shown 
himself the hoarder of goods. Go, go—thou art not of 
me.” ’ 

“ ' Haridas fell at the Lord's feet and wept bitter 
tears, praying for mercy. But the Lord proved as 
moveless as the hills. At last, broken-hearted, Haridas, 
decided to leave. As a final request he said, “ Lord, 
now I go to my home of shame to expiate my avarice; 
but tell me, I beg of you, may I ever again look upon 
your radiant feet ? ” ’ 

“ ‘ The Lord with firmness and fire said, “ In a 
hundred lifetimes.”' 

“ ‘ A hundred, Lord ? ’ asked Haridas, for he feared 
that his ear misheard his Master’s verdict. 

“ ‘ The Lord repeated, “In a hundred lives, and 
not even one less than a hundred, it must be.” ’ 

“ ‘ Suddenly, like a man possessed, Haridas danced 
in joy saying, “ Peyechi, Peyechi—I have found Thee. 
I have found Thee, O my King.” ’ 

" * What insolence is this ? exclaimed the Lord. 
“ ‘ “ But,” Haridas cried, “ a hundred lives are 

but a moment, O my King, if at their end they lead 
to Thee.” ’ 

“ ' Then ravished with love, Chaitanya embraced 
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“ Father bent his head. His narrow temples and 
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His heart sank within him. 
“ ‘ The price of a drink is blood !' he cried. 
“ ‘ At once he threw away his goatskin bottle and 

raised his face to Allah. He prayed as no man had 
ever prayed before. 

‘“Allah, Allah, Allah! ’ he cried. But Allah 
heard him not. 
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dreams. A Mussulman can be a Yogi as a Hindu is. 
Respect Mohammedanism, Grandson. Love it. But 
grow on thine own trunk. Envy not another’s branch 
and leaves.’ 

“ Blessed Moradali! I loved the old man.” 

“ And how he loved us ! ” I exclaimed. " But 
what else did Father do for thee beside tying thee to 
Moradali's coat tail ? ” 

“ He told me many things himself,” said my 
brother. “ But they were of the intellect. By coming 
in contact with his great and brilliant mind, I grew 
very keen-witted. I began to carry everything before 
me in the Christian school where he had sent me. 

“ As for the holy men he prescribed for my cure, 
I could not abide one of them. All holy men seemed 
stupid to me. Until I was quite grown up, I despised 
holy men as cosmic loafers.” 
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shouted, and with these words he resumed the lesson 
of Psalm. 

“ That tells the story of the horrors of education 
that I endured when I was sent to study the Christian 
religion by my father. 

“ The poor lame fellow coached pupils in the 
evening at home, in order to make a little more money 
with which to support his family. He was so hard- 
pressed by poverty that to-day, when I recall his 
almost featureless face, nothing but pity rises in my 
heart for him. 

“ Mankind always starves its teachers and manages 
thus to keep them sufficiently and safely ignorant. 
Not only that lame teacher, but others whom I met 
later were almost all of them so ill-paid that they were 
forced to do miscellaneous tasks outside the school in 
order to keep body and soul together. It is not at all 
surprising that they had no desire left for self-improve¬ 
ment. 

“ I was the most brilliant student of my class. 
I stood first in every subject. Mother grew very 
suspicious of it all. One day she invited me to meditate 
with her. After ten minutes of it she said, ‘ Son, I 
cannot even meditate because of thee.’ 

“ I was startled. ‘ Why, mother ? ’ I said. 
" ' If thou dost not abandon thy brilliancy in 

school, thy fate may be very bitter,’ was her reply. 
“ ‘ But, Mother, why should I not be brilliant ? 

Father is brilliant.’ 
" * He is, my son. All thy life thou wilt succeed, 

yet success may become the poisoner of thy soul. Let 
me tell thee the story of Jibana, who was not deluded 

„ even by the touchstone—the philosopher’s stone— 
that turns iron into gold.’ 
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“ * Now thou knowest, my child,’ concluded Mother, 
‘why the pole star is called Dhruva, and why it neither 

rises nor sets.’ ” 
My brother was a serious child and had never 

asked Mother foolish questions such as I used to plague 
her with, but he did remember some funny episodes 
which resulted from her perpetual kindness. 

“ She had no moral courage to say ‘ No! ’ to 
Sanyasins (holy men). No matter what the fellow’s 
nature was, if he said that he was a holy man, she 
would give him food and drink. 

“ One day,” my brother continued, “ a yellow- 
robed rascal came to the house and sat under the 
shadow of the large jam (berry) tree. He wanted 
nothing, he said, save a pitcher of pure milk to offer 
to God. Mother hastened indoors, then brought out 
about a gallon of milk, pouring it into that fellow’s 
abysmal kamandalu (pitcher). After obtaining the 
last drop, he began the long leisurely business of drink¬ 

ing it up himself. 
“ I said to Mother, ‘ Look, he does not give it to 

God. He’s filling his own skin.’ 
" But she made no answer. 
“ After the beggar had finished it all he rose to go- 

Then Mother remarked, smiling kindly, ‘Is God 
satisfied ? Or wilt thou have some more to drink ? ’ 

" The fellow went out like a dog with his tail 

between his legs. 
“ A school for giving the dumb the power of 

speech was opened about this time near us. Dost 
thou remember that loafer, the dumb beggar who always 
had three meals and a bed whenever he came to our 
house ? His eyes were like a cat’s, grey and inscrutable. 

“ Well, when the school opened, Mother sent him 
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brother, flew toward the sun. The mother eagle cried to 
the elder to follow with her. They flew at a certain 



STORY 

This proved too much tor the patient j atayu, 
and he said, “ To-morrow, then, we shall scale the sun, 
if thou wilt promist me one thing first: that I may go 
with thee.” 

“ ‘ The next morning, long before the day broke, 
the brothers jumped off the Gauri-Shankar (Everest), 
where their nest was, and flew upwards to the abode 
of Height. The hills very soon shimmered beneath 
them, a floor of white marble, and ere it was daylight 
the two eagles had scaled the cold precipices of the moon 
and were mounting the roofs of the high-born stars. 

“ ‘ Now the Sun rose, and seeing the eagle brothers 
already so high, began himself to scale the turquoise 
spaces, with burning haste and fierce pride. The worlds 
glowed in gold and ruddy light. It was ordained that 
once humbled by another the sun would lose his power 
to kill. The planet Asta Basu rolled like a small glass 
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"So he led the way and I followed. We entered 
the steel gates which closed behind us, wandered through 
a green garden of late February, just on the verge of 
blossoming into a riot of colours and perfume. The 
grey gravel creaked under our feet as we trod the 
meandering paths. At last we entered a Hindu building 
—Chichester had not built a horrible European mission ; 
he had taste enough to make a Hindu house to hold 

his God. 
" We went through a small, richly carved doorway 

•and entered a vestibule where already the afternoon 
had deepened into the evening twilight. A door opened 
to our right, and Chichester stood there waiting for 
me to precede him into his study. Its floor was covered 
with a thick Persian carpet, a very delight of the eye, 
wrought out in blue and amber-coloured patterns. 

O 

The wainscoting was of exquisitely carved sandal¬ 
wood done by the old masons of Kashi (Benares). 

“ There were two chairs near a desk, one of which 
Chichester occupied, while I reclined on a couch of 
silver-white pillows'in our good Indian style. The two 
open windows gave on the young garden from which 
the cold, late February breeze drifted in like the breath 

of the forest-deeps. 
“ Now in this darkened room, Chichester looked 

more friendly than ever. His eyes—though most blue- 
eyes are cold and treacherous like a cat’s—glowed more 
in sympathy with our Indian sky, warm and immense. 

“ ‘ Brother,’ he was saying to me, ‘ the God of 
Love is at your door. Will you not unbar it to let Him 
in ? Will you keep Him from His own ? ’ 

“ I said in answer, ‘ But Jesus is only one of many 

Gods of Love.’ 
‘“Nay, brother. He is the One, the Only One!' 
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" I began this reading of the New Testament in 
strange company—our mother’s. Every evening for 
half an hour I read it to her. She was an artful soul. 
No one could ever find out from her how much of the 
New Testament she really knew. Had she ever heard 
it before ? I think so. Yet she always managed to 
convey to me that she was as eager to learn the story 
as if it were totally new to her. 

" When I had at last finished the account of the 
Crucifixion in the Fourth Gospel, she sobbed slowly 
and deeply over the fate of Jesus. After a long pause, 
when she had dried the tears from her eyes with the 
end of her sari, she said, ‘ Our creed is right; God has 
paved other roads for other races to walk on till they 
reach Him. This Man was an Avatar—an incarnation 
of God, as Buddha and Krishna.’ 

“ ' What if I became a Christian, Mother ? ’ I said. 
“ Without any hesitation, she replied gently, 

‘ Jesus is a servant as is Krishna ; it does not matter 
which servant shows thee into his Master’s Presence.’ 

“ ‘ Mother,’ I asked, with a fervour and anxiety, 
' wouldst thou also become a Christian, and enter the 
house of Christ ? ’ 

“ She looked at me quizzically for a moment, then 
replied, 'No. I live His teachings, which are the 
same as our Teacher’s.’ 

" I told Chichester of our mother’s impression of 
Christianity, and he was eager to see her. But Mother 
would not hear of it. She said : 

“ ‘ A woman’s place is on the floor of her kitchen 
or in the chapel of her home. If this young foreigner's 
mother is in India, bring her to see me. I can gauge 
his soul by looking into her eyes once. Much seeing 
and examining is a modem pestilence. I am too old 
and seasoned to catch this plague ’ 
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with each other like members of a big club. It amused 

me very much. 
“ We reached the Panda’s house at about eleven 

in the morning. His widowed mother and his wife 
received us with great cordiality. 

" After we had washed and bathed ourselves, we 
sat down to our midday meal. We were served with 
the very best. Afterwards, my mother and I retired 
to our room. During the siesta my mother warned me 
not to accept everything that the guides gave us as 

relics. 
“ ‘ Every relic thou takest,’ she said, ‘ will be put 

on the bill; thy father will not like that at all. They 
make money by selling authentic antiques that their 
carpenter makes by the bushel every day.’ 

" ‘ So a place of pilgrimage is one false thing after 
another !' I exclaimed in disgust. 

“ ‘ Oh, no,’ Mother remarked; ‘ religion is a 
business, like thy father’s law practice. In everything 
the innocent must pay for the wicked, whether it is 
the King’s law, or the priest’s God-business. I myself 
prefer those who cheat me in the name of God; they 
are at least reminding me that He exists.’ 

" About four in the afternoon, we went to visit 
the holy of holies. At first we had to go through outer 
temples—vast white corridors of concrete, high, vaulted, 
supported by thick columns. Here all kinds of people 
were lying on the brown floor, perfectly motionless. 
They lay like flies, with upturned faces, and between 
them, snaked a narrow brown path toward the inner 
shrine which looked miles away. When we reached it 
at the end of that face-strewn path, we found ourselves 
before a small, empty room, railed in with gold, whose 
four comers had four lamps full of melted butter and 



<sTfYRV • TITP VfYIT JL \J JlV> JL » JL JuLJRr X \J u 

of cotton. The wick was thick as my 
one of those lamps burnt with s- 
nside the go 

There was nothing 
up at the ceiling- 
1< 

in the air over our 

In that time I learned what divine grace meant. 
“ All those hundreds of faces like an endless erup¬ 

tion lying in that corridor—what were they ? Who 
were thev ? Men and women who had sinned, who had 

dee 
wh< 

But those 
one all about 



i62 MY BROTHER'S FACE 

it. One of them said, ‘ I suffered from ulcer of the 
stomach. Nothing could cure me. Doctors wanted to 
cut me up, but I was no sheep to be butchered, and 
I came here the last full moon and lay down to be 
either healed or killed by fasting and prayer. Oh, 
the ache of hunger that battled with the pang of 
disease, until the ache vaulted above the pang. The 
disease racked me with the old, old agony, but the 
hunger at least added a novelty to it. I felt better. 

A new pain diverts one. 
“ ‘ Then the new pain grew to be old and familiar, 

and in order to forget it, I prayed intensely to God. 
The more I prayed, the more I forgot my woe. And if 
I slackened in my praying, the scorpion of hunger 
stung me more fiercely. So I shut myself up within 
my prayer. To God there is no time : pray, pray, pray 
—till you sink into the liquid darkness of it. In a black 
hole beset with cobras, silent and watchful with lidless 
eyes, you lie. Suddenly, like a meteor, falls a light. 
I saw that light widen, grow larger until it spread into 
a silver stream,- where on the bank of it grew bananas 
yellow as the full moon at its dawning. Then light, 
more light beat upon me till, unable to bear the horrible 
abundance of it, I opened my outer eyes and beheld 
the world again. 

“ ‘ It was midday when I was cured. But I lay 
there on that floor too joyous to move. Now I have 
bought and eaten bananas; yes, those bananas of my 
revelation are the fruits that I must eat as a testimony 
to my healing. But it is not only the stomach that is 
healed : even the belly of my soul is cured also of any 
ache or ailment,’ 
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knew no more of Gandhi then than of the land of 

lagic. 
“After Mother’s death, I began to study the 

olitical movements more and more closely, and I 
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my uncle and I were living opposite each other in 
Calcutta. His house was on the south side of the street 
and mine on the north. The police came to the latter 
to search for me and I met them at the door, saying, 
‘ I think the man you want stepped across the way. 
I will go and call him.’ 

“ Then I went over, entered the other house, and 
went out the back door into a neighbour’s, and so 
again into another house till I was out of reach and in 
a lane that led to the main road to the police station. 
I was wise enough to know that all the streets would 
be filled with plain-clothes men except that one. It 
was never well guarded. I went on and on. 

" That evening I sent out news to all the workers. 
By midnight we held a conference at our head-quarters, 
in which it was decided it would be safer to remain in 
Calcutta than to attempt an escape at a moment when 
every exit from the city would be guarded. I gave 
instructions that all who had a price on their heads 
must hide in town, but that those who were not sus¬ 
pected should go about their usual business, keeping 
a keen eye on what might happen. 

“ At this time we could not trust written despatches, 
even in cipher; we had to find men with good memories, 
to whom we taught long despatches thoroughly before 
we sent them on to different centres that awaited 
instructions. But the Government had wind of this, 
and the police resorted to torturing abominably those 
whom they captured. They practised it in great 
secret, and all we knew was that a man with a despatch 
in his memory would disappear; nothing more. 

“ One evening, about five days after the disappear¬ 
ance of one of these messengers, I sat down to meditate. 
It was the second day of my monthly fast, which I 
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always observed with regularity. But on this occasion, 
mv spirit would not move. I tried again and again in 
vain. Suddenly before my mind rose the face of the 
despatch bearer. His eyes protruded like two black 
marbles, his face was bloated like a wine cask, his 
tongue was hanging out of his mouth, not only bloodless 
but blue, and there was a hole in the middle of it. 
The rest of the man hung in mid-air; his hands tied 
behind him and his legs drawn in almost doubled up 
in pain. 

“ I came out of this horrible experience and ordered 
a meeting. It took all night to reach my Cabinet. 
When we were assembled my Minister of Foreign 
Affairs recounted a dream that he too had had that 
night. It agreed with what my meditation had revealed 
to me. 

“ After deliberations, we decided to give up Cal¬ 
cutta as a base and go into hiding in the suburbs for 
a while. That decision was hastened by the police, 
for the following night our place was raided, and we 
had a narrow escape across the roofs of neighbouring 
houses in the dark. 

" This was the moment when Germany began to 
show her hand in Asia. We had been fomenting and 
creating a rebellious spirit in India since 1897—forty 
years after the Mutiny—then suddenly came the 
Germans in 1914 to exploit it for their own benefit. 
They knew nothing about us ; we did not wish external 
help; we were convinced that India, if she were to 
rise, must do so bv her own inner resources. 

“ Canst thou imagine,” asked my brother not 
without bitterness, “ that an Oriental would be fool 
enough to trust William the Kaiser ? Ever since the 
brutal days of the Boxer Rebellion every Asiatic was 
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Brahmin. 
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“ I did not have to go to the roof to take a look. 
Through the window of my room I saw a white shape 
standing under a mango tree in the neighbouring 
garden; then under another tree, I beheld a black 
turban, which proved a policeman’s red one seen in 
the very faint light of dawn. 

“ The priest returned, saying that all were ready 
save the men on the roof, but I heard them coming 
down softly as a rope drawn over a bare rock. They 
had just then caught a glimpse of another turban 
under another tree in a neighbour’s garden. I sent 
them downstairs to reconnoitre. In the meantime, 
I watched from my window. As the daylight grew 
bright, from under the mango tree emerged Dunscombe, 
the head of the C.I.D., as the Secret Service is called 
in India (Criminal Investigation Department). 

“ He drew his revolver, then went forth to enter 
the neighbour’s villa. Good! He had mistaken it 
for ours, which would give us a few minutes’ start. 
I told the two women to escape first. They were 
dressed as beggars on a pilgrimage, in their bundles 
they had all our valuable papers. I posted the priest 
at the window and went to the cupboard to get out 
my own disguise of a bazaar servant. 

“ We decided to disperse in different directions, 
the priest and I going last, and together. 

“ The entire countryside was full of plain-clothes 
men. They were watching for us at every turn of the 
road. The priest and I went to the bathing Ghauts. 
On the way we quarrelled loudly, literally hiding our¬ 
selves under our own noise. I cried, ‘ Your reverence 
knows that I am a man of my word: I’d no more 
think of selling you half a pound less than the exact 
weight than I’d kill a sacred cow l Rather have the 
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bolt of Heaven smite my only son than bargain with 
your reverence! ’ 

“ The priest replied, ‘ I shall go across with thee 
to thy shop and inspect with my own eyes. The 
potatoes are for the feast of the eighth moon. Hundreds 
will come to my temple that day; among them 
the high and the holy, too. Hasten, thou slave of 
desire. Hasten, 0 costermonger of many wiles.’ 

“ Thus we passed six men of the secret service— 
stationed within fifteen yards of one another. When 
we reached the river bank we found two more at the 
Ghaut. 

“ The priest shouted at me, ‘ I have a great mind 
not to go with thee. I shall cancel the order on the 
spot. To think that a man who reads sacred books 
and serves the community has to quarrel and bargain 
with a low-born trader. This is an iniquitous age! 
There is no respect and love of Brahmins any more. 
I shall put a curse upon thee ! ’ 

“ ‘ No, no, my Lord ! ’ I kept it up, falling on 
my knees. ‘ I swear that there is no more profit in it 
for me than one-half of one per cent. That is all. 
I am selling these vegetables cheap to you in order to 
acquire merit. O holy one, O incarnation of Truth— 
do not curse me! I beg of you; with the grass between 
my teeth, like a buffalo, I beg of you.’ 

“ The priest shouted, ‘ Ho, boatman, take us 
across to the other Ghaut—what sayest thou, boatman, 
four copper pieces per head ? Curses on curses ; is 
that the way to cheat thy priest ? ’ 

“ The boatman cried, ‘ Don’t curse, my Lord. I 
am too poor to bear a curse. Get on, your holiness— 
pay what you like, but for the Love of God, don’t 
curse me.’ 
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the shades of the car so that the secret service man 
would imagine that we had a woman with us. 

“ Once in the crowded streets of Calcutta we were 
safe. It was about five, o’clock in the afternoon; 
the rush of traffic swallowed us out of all recognition. 
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I went forward and asked him, ‘ Am I right to own th‘ 

of a shrine beyond the Thirty-six Melodies—thou 
rememberest the place ? I do not know how long I 
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“ I did as I was bidden from within and—behold ! 
—the Blessed One was standing behind me with closed 
eyes, his face like a mirror in which shone the Face. 

“ He, too, was communing with God. After- a 
while he opened his eyes, still shining with the white 
light of his meditation. W e gazed at one another for a 

0 * 

It is the odour of ‘ That.’ 
" When we rose to go to the Holy One’s monastery, 

it was already starry night; eight hours had passed 
since I had sat down with him under the tree in the 
Rajah’s garden. I knew then certainly that the end 
had come, and that India's freedom was not to be 
reached now and by me, but I had many a long journey 
ahead of me, many an arduous and anxious day before 
the affairs of my party could be settled, and safety 
secured to mv followers.. The battle was not won 

S] 
1( 



man's Love abiding for an instant between the nse 
and the fall of a sword. O Sha Jajan, what a dream 
_a sorrow become perfect, and a sigh become fixed! 

“ From Delhi, I went south toward Jhansi. From 
Jhansi, I went to Rampur, Even now, despite 
Manchester goods and their ghastly cheapness, some 
chudders are still made in the State of Rampur. And 
it is a delight to see the shawls appraised. If a chudder 

a chudder weaver sings at ms to: 
;t shawl. The day his song does 
throat, his product is coarse, 
rendered west and north. But I i 

tell thee how I saw the cutting of Jahore. What is 
Jahore in English ? It does not matter what it is in 
English. It is a precious stone. It takes men hours 
and very often days to cut it till, as they say, ' it 
betrays the dew in it that gathers and throws out the 
sun as a flower exudes fragrance.’ 

“ I once asked a jeweller: ‘ Why not cut quickly, 
as they cut by machine in far-off lands ? ’ 
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answered. ‘ Now when stiff fingers ache for the 
touch of work, I sing in order to ease their pain. 
Why should I teach the young my songs ? They weave 
not my kind of rugs. Why pound a song to death on a 
stony design ? ’ 

“ The higher arts and also the lower ones of crafts¬ 
manship are not to be saved by the mere giving of 
food. Not food, but freedom from food is the wing 
on which art soars to God! 

“ In another rug-makers’ village I found fourteen 
families at work. They were poorer, but full of life, 
and singing old songs. I enquired why they sang so 
well, and as I had expected, the village headman, an 
old man of eighty, answered me, ' We make the old 
rugs for the Rajah of Thalum. Our rugs make us sing.’ 

“ The old fellow looked like an aged elephant, 
with bald, domed head, long nose, shrivelled chin, 
and ears large as a child’s palms. He had not a 
tooth in his head, but his eyes were burning charcoals 
and his whole body six feet tall, straight as a brass-shod 
club. 

‘ ‘ He said, ‘ Songs died in most villages when 
Dulip Singh, the last King of the Punjab, was banished 
to England. No one has bought rugs since, as the royal 
house bought them with sharp scrutiny of the eye and 
large bounty from the heart. There are a few villages 
that still sing because there are a few Rajahs yet left 
who sit on rugs and not in chairs like an ape on a tree 
. . . legs hanging down. Sovahn Allah, to sit with 
legs sticking out (instead of doubled under as they 
should be), how discourteous to guests and friends! ’ 

" The old fellow’s eves blazed as he concluded 
his harangue : ‘ The belly of a man bums with empti¬ 
ness so that he takes any work in order to stuff it and 



seventeenth-century India yet lives, I came upon 
forms of art that I had never seen before. Thank 
Vishnu for the English Secret Service! 

“ From the rug-makers’ country, I moved south 
where the people perforate and carve large blocks 
of marble (sometimes twenty feet square) into screens 
of exquisite designs. It was a revelation to me that 
all that marble-work that one sees in the Taj can still 
be done again in India. The inlaying of semi-precious 
stones of a vast range of colours into marble goes on 
now as before, but no Rajah has courage enough to 
try another Taj Mahal. 

“ I learned many songs from these workers of 
the south. They sing beautifully as they toil. 

“ The secret service drove me northward and I 
came across Bidri-workers for the first time in my life. 

“ I tell thee,” my brother emphasized, “ India 
is a Universe. Picture to thyself these workers! 
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The Moghuls endowed them beyond all poverty. 
Until the fourteenth century they worked without 
money, but after the coming of the Moghul they 
worked above it.” 

Since the reader may not know what Bidri is, 
I will explain that it is the Indian name for Damascene 
work. Though inlaying in metal with metal came to 
India from Damascus, the Indian master-craftsmen 
achieved an art of inlaying which the Damascene cannot 
touch. The Indian Bidri-masters use copper, steel, 
and bronze to marvellous advantage, and it is the 
employment of these commoner metals, not brass, 
silver, and gold, that created the Bidri art. They 
inlay the cheapest metals on one another, or mix them 
and then inlay so skilfully that, compared with them, 
most Damascene work looks too ornate. 

“ This art,” my brother went on, " is dying, 
because since the days of the Moghuls there are few 
people who care for it. There is no state endowment 
either, to protect the workers. 

“ I once asked a Bidri-worker why he was poor. 
“ He replied, ‘ Why do wild beasts now walk 

where once the grand Moghuls loitered in sumptuous 
ease ? ’ 

“ * Hast thou any songs ? ’ 
“ * The molten or hard metal would not enter 

and sit in the harder one if we did not sing to it,’ 
he replied. ‘ The song that brings the beloved to our 
side is the same song that quickens a metal to grow 
into flowing wonders of design. The day our Bidri- 
masters cease from singing, that day they will lose 
their art.’ 

“ It was once in dodging the ubiquitous secret 
service that I entered the house of a Kaowal for 
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unjab and Cashmere met for a song contest in the 
ouse of a rich merchant. 

" They sang the Tiger beauty melody, as the 
sun went down; then as the night progressed, they 
sang other songs—each one increasing the ecstasy 
of the audience. I was in a trance, but nothing is so 
brief in life as beauty. Suddenly, someone whispered 
to me under the crescendo of the singing : ‘ Thou art 
watched. There is no time to lose. Soon the lights 
will be extinguished. Make good thine escape ! There 
is a horse without.' 

“In a moment the lights went out and in the 
darkness shots were heard. Swiftly and silently I 
made my way Out and found the horse awaiting me. 

leaned on his back, and in a few moments like a end 
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followers to show no slightest stir of rebellion anywhere. 
‘ The gate of destiny is closed before us! ’ was the word. 

“ The six ringleaders who had met me were deter¬ 
mined at all costs to save their regiments, and so 
decided to give themselves up to the authorities there, 
and declare all the rest of the army loyal. 

“ That night I too had to ride fast and far, for 

The Rajah s 

all of northern 
art of obedience. 
ie military road 

and garrisons in upper India. I rode 
telling the direction by the stars. I 1 

a long stretch of fields whei 
waved darkly in the greyness 

“ After fifteen more min 
arrived at mv destination. 

first SDiin 

servant to bon 

What, disguised as a servant in thine 
tanned. 

We are all disguised and ready to go 
’ he uttered with intense feeling, 

en he led me to a secret chamber and 
I told him all that had happened the previous night 
in the Rajah’s villa. ‘ It is evident to me,’ I concluded, 
* that the Government wishes to encourage an abortive 
uprising in order to have a pretext for crushing us. 
If we rise now, whatever feeling of freedom there is in 
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the land will be nipped in the bud. 
1857 was suppressed so remorselessly 
freedom could sprout in India in fifty 
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CHAPTER XII 

MY BROTHER’S STORY : THE SHEATH 

“ By the way,” went on my brother, with sudden 
amusement flashing in his quiet eves, " I forgot to 
mention an adventure, which was rather exciting, that 
befell me during that long journey to Mathura. The 
right-hand man of Dunscombe, an Indian expert of the 
secret service, and I, travelled on the same train 
between Nagpur to Jubbalpore. He seemed convinced 
that I was a holy man, since I wore the disguise of one, 
but I recognized at once his bullet-shaped, bald 
head. 

“ He asked me to look at his palm. With my 
left hand under my tunic resting on the butt of my 
revolver, I took his proffered hand in my right. I told 
him that his life was a great secret, that he was bom 
to be a King, that he was brave enough to face any 
danger, that he had six children and a fine wife. 

“ After the palmistry was over, he opened his 
bag and took out a magnifying glass: all this time 
his eyes were fixed upon me while I made believe that 
I was lost in the intense Inane. ‘ Surely he must have 
his suspicions now,’ I thought. But my soul from 
within said, ‘ He cannot harm thee. Thou art 
safe.’ 

“ Then he handed me a paper to read. I held it 
in my two hands and he thrust the magnifying glass 
between it and my eyes. I had both of my hands out. 
He could have easily seized my wrists, but he did not. 
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" Since then,” said my brother, " I have known 
Gandhi very intimately. There is no doubt that he is a 
man of passionate purity, so pure that any fault casts 
a shadow on his consciousness as the breath of the 
beholder blurs the surface of the mirror before him. 
He knows long before the rest of the world where he has 
hurt his Truth, and sets about to purify himself 
through fasting and prayer, and his self-chastisement 
is swifter than any devised for him by others, 
though he is delicate as a reed flute and slow as an 
elephant. 

" I did not return by the same road I took to 
Gandhi. I wished to study the country and learn 
how the people felt about their saintly leader, so 
I came back by a long and tortuous route, telling 
my friends everywhere that truce must reign throughout 
the country. 

“ It took me six weeks to cover the distance. The 
tour convinced me that the common people were not 
stirring in their sleep, but were truly awake. I never 
knew before such widespread alertness in the man in 
the street. And it has grown apace since. 

“ On reaching Mathura again, I drew out the 
terms of a treaty with the Government and sent 
them to the intermediary whom I have mentioned, 
in French India. The negotiations went on for a 
long time. About the first of November, the treaty 
was ratified, and we b 'gan to come out of hiding. 

“ The terms were these : 
“ First, that we should" be called henceforth 

Nationalists and not anarchists or terrorists. 
“ Second, that the Government should drop all 

its charges against us as we gave up all activities 
against it. 
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who number eighty per cent, of the total population 
of India are the real Indians. All our folk-songs, 
folk -music, folk-dances, and religious poetry have been 
preserved and kept intact by the peasantry. They 
alone are unsullied by foreign influence. Now if we 
can save them from malaria and other diseases, as well 
as preserve them from cut-throat creditors, we shall 
have done our duty. So we are building co-operative 
farms and co-operative rural credit societies. Already 
our co-operative farms are being installed by neighbour¬ 
ing farmers. We aim to stamp out malaria completely. 
It is a terribly exhausting disease, and if it is not 
destroyed, all of rural India will die of it soon. That 
in turn will deprive us of the most important part of our 
culture, which will be a great loss to humanity at 
large.” 

“ Well,” I remarked, “ for active revolutionists 
you have chosen a pretty mild role.” 

" We are not out to play the romantic revolu¬ 
tionary,” he answered. “ We want to save India.” 

“ How did malaria come into India ?” I interposed. 
“ When a peasant hears that a railway is to be 

put through his country he laments, ‘ Ah, with the 
fire-chariot comes the sickness.’ And the peasant 
is right. The necessary construction of the railway 
breaks up the intricate network of small canals and 
ditches which for centuries kept the country drained 
and freed from mosquitoes. And when this primitive 
drainage is ruined and none put in its place, the water 
stagnates, mo quitoes are bom, and malaria results. 
In half a century we have been reduced to a dying race 
by malaria; it is imperative that we should save the 
masses from death or from living on in a half-dead 
condition. In order to do this we must have money; 







reason that Gandhi is looked upon not only as an 
Indian prophet, but as the ‘ trumpet of a new prophecy ’ 
for all Asia ? ” - 

One of the last questions that I asked my brother 
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whistles blew all along the river bank. Voices echoed 
in the streets, and the bells of our temple rang, announc¬ 
ing morning meditation. We went down from the 
roof to perform our ablutions in the sacred river. 

On our way, I asked my brother, “ What is thy 
explanation of the supernatural experiences that thou 
hast had during all thy life ? ” 

“ Why call them supernatural—that is a Western 
phrase,” he answered. “ To us, the natural is but a 
projection of the supernatural, and the supernatural 
but the continuation of the natural. All experiences 
are both. I think that they are not contradictory 
terms. Even eating and sleeping are supernatural 
experiences. In our country, not only Gods and men, 
but even animals are supernatural, for thev all have 
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you are here, it will facilitate your entree into many 
exclusive places. 

" By the bye, have you any telephone in this 
temple ? ” 

That made me furious. ‘‘ Telephone in the house 
of God! ” I exclaimed. 

“ Of course not! How stupid of me,” he said to 
himself, taking not the slightest notice of my in¬ 
dignation. “ Well, I shall have to telegraph you from 
time to time. I want to show you what our Indian 
hospitality is. Let me just take charge of you ; I want 
you to see what has happened here while you have 
been thirteen years in America. Golly ! What a 
waste of time ! I myself wasted three years in Harvard, 
but knew better than to stay. Yet I must say that 
America taught me how to get where I am.” 

Here my friend looked at his watch. It wanted some 
twenty minutes to five. He said, “ I married out of 
caste, as you know. My wife is coming to meet you.” 

“ What! A Hindu girl going about alone in a 
motor-car ? ” I questioned in amazement. 

" What do you want her on—an elephant ? ” 
Nilu hit back. " You have kept your mediaevalism 
alive in spite of America. Why shouldn’t my wife 
go about in her husband’s car ? ” 

“ Look here ! ” I began a long harangue. “ I am 
very much obliged to you for your car. I am glad 
that you will show me the life of the new rich, but 
let us talk Bengali. Why are you so restless ? India 
is eternal. Why look at your watch ? Why should 
you count the minutes in Eternity ? There is the 
Ganges; she flows on now that the bathers are very 
few with the same inevitable ease as when the bathers 
were many in the morning. 
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“ The English tongue that we have spoken registers 
only the froth and scum of our being. Now give thy 
heart’s inmost talk. Let the wing of forgetfulness 
bear away the burden of work. Thou knowest that I 
long for the light of thy soul in the gaze of thine 
eyes, brother. It is an age since we dreamt on the 
green fields and by the rushing waters. I care not if 
thou art riding the stallion of wealth or walking on 
the unsandalled feet of poverty; only tell me thine 
inmost story, thy heart’s longing, and thy spirit’s 
dream. I meet thee across the river of boyhood on the 
shore of middle age ! Tell me if thy head rests on the 
pillow of serenity and thy limbs repose on the couch of 
friendliness and love.” 

“ Shiva Vishnu! Dost thou know I spend all 
my days speaking English ? ” he burst forth. “ I 
deal with English firms; they send men who are 
ignorant of any tongue save their own, and I speak 
better than they. The hours of the day I waste talking 
alien speech ! My soul has no time. My heart knows no 
serenity. My head rests—if rest that be—on the 
pillow of care. Gunga, mother of waters, I never see; 
I bathe in my private bath; I work in my private 
office. I am alone—lonely as I used to be in solitary 
confinement when the British put me in prison on my 
return from America at the inception of the War.” 

“ Did they charge thee with treason ? Wert thou 
tried ? ” I asked. 

“ Nay, brother,” he answered. " In the time of 
that insane slaughter, the State turned the key on 
anyone it suspected in any place it saw fit. I, among 
others, was never tried, and I was released after four 
years, when it suited the convenience of the State.” 

” How many were you ? ” 
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Then all three of us took off our slippers and 
climbed the cool cemented stairway to the shrine 
proper two flights above. There we bowed to Krishna, 
then sat on the porch in silence for a time, until my 
sister came from our adjoining house to greet Nilu’s 
wife. She offered us sweetmeats from the remnants 
of the noon offering to the god. 

Nilu’s wife touched the sacramental morsel to 
her forehead first, as a salutation to it, then put it in 
her curving mouth. 

It was a pity they could not linger, but the Rolls- 
Royce stayed behind for my use. Again that violet- 
draped woman bowed to my sister and to me, took 
the dust from our feet, and went. 

" Is there anything more beautiful than the good 
old courtesies ? ” I said to her husband, who saluted us 
after, following her example. I blessed them both. 
As they climbed into their car, Nilu said in. English, 
“You know this salutation is a beautiful business for 
you Brahmins; but we, who are not Brahmins, feel 
as if our backs would break ! ” 

At seven o’clock, armoured in a starched shirt 
and a dress suit, I arrived in my Rolls-Royce at the 
door of a palace. It was built like the temple of Tanjore 
which looks a little as though it belonged to the best 
period of the French Renaissance. Electric lights 
were blazing away inside the building. As I entered, 
about half a dozen hands took my hat from me. 
“ Mahadeo,” I said to myself, " this is enough to kill 
a dozen multi-millionaires.’’ I crossed the lower court 
of pure brown stone, and reached the sumptuous 
staircase at the other end. On the veranda of the 
second floor I found at least fifty men in evening 
dress and as many women in gorgeous saris, all the 
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wealth of Ormuz and of Ind glittering from their 
necks, arms, and heads. What jewellery ! Of course, 
they had bought art—they could not make it. They 
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cruel if we pause not to greet a friend. To moor one’s 
boat awhile and to behold a beloved face is the only 
respite from the inexorable tide, and to behold thee 
again is to receive reassurance from a god.” 

In a short time we drifted into the large dining¬ 
room. It was enormous. The tables were set in Western 
style, but the food was purely Indian. About thirty 
waiters dressed in immaculate white and turbaned in 
red waited on us. The ceiling of the room was high, 
as must be in all houses in the tropics, but the walls 
were painted and panelled in a Western mode; 
imagine a series of Watteau’s “ Cythereas ” reproduced 
on English paper by a mediocre English designer! 
Against these horrors plastered on a hot wall moved the 
faces of the bearded brown waiters. 

“ How could they ? ” you ask. But do not forget 
that these people can do anything, for they belong 
to that universal and all-powerful class of new rich 
who substitute factories for a copse by a stream, 
whether they be in Europe, America, or Asia. 
Throughout the world, their thoughts follow the same 
direction. They are infallibly alike. 

All of us were seated at many small tables. At 
mine were Nilu, his wife, a Doctor (an M.D. from 
the Chicago University), an Indian Novelist, flat-faced 
as a Chinese Mandarin, who sat at table as a stork 
on its tall legs by a river, and our hostess’s twin sister, 
a Poetess—a rich widow, I learned, who wrote for the 
pleasure of writing, and who had been to America, but 
had received her education in India. Like our hostess, 
she had a delicate aquiline nose, oval face, a mouth like 
the Botticelli Madonna of the Magnificat, deep black 
eyes, and hair combed smooth and tied in a knot at 
.the back of the head; but she had a harder glitter. 
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Here I interrupted to speak to my host who was 
leaning back and looking about. He was not eating 
much ; he had lost his digestion in the rush of making 
a fortune in two and a half years. “Look here,”. 
I said, “ you used to care for books, but now you 
care only to uproot beautiful forests and build forests 
of chimneys.” 

He pondered a bit, then said slowly “ The factory 
is bound to come to Asia, as it came to Europe: I 
know my history, and I conclude that we should 
exploit the opportunity. I who taught History for 
£20 a month and pretty nearly killed myself at it, can 
now clear ten times more in half the time. If a fool 
like me can do it, think of men who really have the 
commercial genius and how rr ch more they can 
achieve 1 ” 

“ But is it worth achieving ’ asked the Poetess, 
whose diamond bracelets clinked against the glass 
as she sipped some water from it. 

“ Worth achieving! ” Nilu exlaimed. “ If we 
don't achieve it we shall be wiped off the map. Our 
nationalism may be inspired by Gandhi’s soul; sooner 
or later it is men like myself who will give it the 
nourishment and sinews that will win the day. So 
let us pit our capitalism against Europe’s, and we are 
bound to win, as Japan has done.” 

“ Better dirty our own house ourselves than let 
the foreign hog in to do it,” said the Doctor brutally. 

The Poetess, with an exquisite gesture of her 
hand, brushed away an almost visible horror from 
before her eyes. 

After dinner was finished, and we had adjourned 
to the ballroom, I saw on the veranda, for the first 
time in my life, among the couples that were sitting 
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out Bengali women smoking. But Western women 
smoke; since it does no harm to them, why should I 
object to their Eastern sisters doing the same ? 

I was relieved that neither the Poetess nor her 
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succeeds. He is investing the hard-earned capital of 
those four years; for suffering is the most precious 
capital, if men only knew how to invest it. And so, 
when my brother-in-law talks about driving the 
Western wolves of commercialism from the doors of 
India by creating a worse wolfishness of our own, I 
think of Shree Rama Krishna, our latest prophet, who 
said, ‘ I have lived the spirit of every religion, and find 
that each one of them leads to the same God ! ’ India 
may deal with the demonic commercialism of Europe 
not as my brother-in-law conceives, but as her own 
original soul sees fit.” 

Just then our hostess returned, and the'conver- 
saion centred on her baby. But the noise of the jazz 
band reached my ears in spite of the wide berth I had 
given it. It was appalling. The heat of the night 
seemed to grow into the high temperature of a furnace 
at full blast. I felt my hard collar melting into warm 
glue. At last, unable to bear it longer, I took my leave 
of my hostess. 

“ Will you go with us to the Opera to-morrow ? ” 
she asked. 

I accepted and saluted in Eastern fashion— 
putting the palms of my hands together and bending 
my head forward till it touched my joined palms. 

Between rows of salaaming lackeys I fled from 
the mighty music of the jazz. Once in my Rolls- 
Royce, I begged the chauffeur not to go more than 
fifteen miles an hour : a slowly driven car may attain 
the dignity of a ten-year-old elephant. 

That there is beauty in Calcutta I knew from 
childhood. So I had the car driven to the river bank. 
As we meandered toward it I heard snatches of song 
from stables, taverns, tea-houses, and shops. Every 
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and fury,” signifying very little. We all loved the 
chants of the Catholic Church, for they are like our own 
ancient music. Palestrina, too, we appreciated, but 
when Western music passed beyond Bach it became 
incomprehensible to a Hindu. The capacity for 
beautiful racket is not large in our race. 

Through the rising blue mist like the wings of 
humming birds just beginning to flutter over the 
black currents of the Ganges, we sped to the theatre, 
where, in a blaze of electric light, Europeans and 
Westernized Hindus were jostling one another to reach 
their seats before the curtain rose. 

The building was a cross between the Hippodrome 
and a tavern. By the wildest stretch of imagination 
one could not picture the descendants of Kalidasa 
and Shakespeare sitting in the presence of such monu¬ 

mental ugliness! 
Then began the music of sugar and honey banging 

and whinnying its way through our ears. The Italian 
Faust along with an Italian Devil butchered with the 
invincible knives of sentimentality whatever austerity 
there was left in the plot. Then in course of time 
appeared Gretchen, a charming imbecile with a 

tolerable voice. 
My brother whispered, “ What has Goethe to do 

with this ? ” 
I whispered, “ Everything. He should have an¬ 

ticipated Gounod and this playhouse and never 
written a line of ‘ Faust.’ ” 

The Poetess touched my elbow and pointed at the 
neighbouring box where of three European men two 
were already dozing. " Effect of the heat-! ” I mumbled, 
though the electric fans were going full-blast. All hard- 
worked men are alike: Nilu in our box was snoozing 
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the same as years ago when .men rode elephants, 
horses, and ox-carts, and mostly the latter. I found 
myself the whole of the following week telephoning 
and telegraphing to people as if I were on a lecture 
tour speaking three times a day. What was most 
exasperating was that if I was late by half an hour to 
any appointment the man whom I was to meet would 
not be there. He was to-day too busy to wait thirty 
minutes even for an old friend, for time is cash. 
“ Everyone is busy,” I was told. My lawyer who 
settled all the problems of inheritance for me was 
always hurrying from the last client to me and hurrying 
from me to his next. India is not only changed, but 
will continue to change so rapidly that no one will 
recognize the temper and spirit of the people if he 
absents himself from the country six months. 

Let me warn all Englishmen who read Kipling that 
if they go to India now they will find no longer the 
country that he wrote about thirty years ago. 
Events and characteristics of the people merge and re- 
emerge in strange shapes and forms from rainfall to 
rainfall. As with every fall of rain the tropical jungle 
becomes something new, so do the people of India 
to-day. The mischief has been wrought by Gandhism, 
motor-cars, and the telephone. Gandhism has taken 
away from us our last bit of faith in the virtue of the 
European, as well as our cherished belief in the per¬ 
manence of our social institutions. 

To-day there are two powerful forces in India: 
rich men and Gandhi-men, modem industrialism and 
the spirituality of mediaeval India. The two have come 
to grips. No one can foretell the outcome. The most 
peiplexing thing in the straggle is that mediaevalism 
is now master of resiliency and speed it may outspeed 
industrialism. 



CHAPTER XIV 
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“ ‘ Lightly, Oh, lightly— 
Carry her along; 
She hangs like a pearl 
On the thread of our song/ ” 

“ Oho ! ” she exlaimed. “ How outrageously 
false their tongue must be ” ; and unwilling to hear 
my sweetened poetry, she went on : “ Your car cannot 
sing; besides, it runs in indecent haste.” 

“ So it does,” I agreed. 
Whereupon, with a complete change of front, 

she announced: “ I suppose an old woman is above 
any sense of shame. I will ride this painted monster.” 

We were off for the day. We visited all the obscure 
temples, bazaars, palmists, horoscope-casters, and 
medicine-men who pray to Allah for one’s ailments, 
that could be found within reach; returning towards 
sunset by the bridge thronging with ox-carts, 
pedestrians, motor-cars, and what not. 

She was an astonishing soul. She had the face of 
an aged cat and the tongue of a poetic journalist. 
There was nothing about religions and charms that 
she did not know. She was like a brown and ancient 
sibyl, or one of those cat-headed goddesses of Egypt, 
and it seemed quite natural that her special detesta¬ 
tion should be the modern Hindu woman. With her 
right forefinger in my face and those topaz irises of hers 
blazing, she fulminated : 

“ To them religion .is a word, and God a byword. 
They want to read books. They want to be nurses and 
doctors—as if the male doctors have not given us 
enough diseases ! Marriage they think is not enough, 
child-bearing is a part and not the whole of ambition 
to them; one of these days they will take pride in 
bemg barren ! Some now are speaking in public for a 
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Somewhere within I saw a dim light burning around 
which hovered the whirring wings of a thousand 
humming birds. 

It was ‘the priest praying : 
« 

“ Thou art one without a second, 
Thou, matter, mind and Spirit, 
Ruler, 
Upholder, 
Artificer of the worlds : 
As the current in the water, 
As the essence that informs Form. 
Thou art in our heart. 
Thou art unborn, because death toucheth thee not; 
Ever present, for ever elusive : 
Immutable, the cause that slips out of the effect ere 

we say it causes. 
Virtue is but a light that dances around thy feet, 
Thou immutable dancer of reality in the rhythm of 

appearance! 
Light that no light can capture. 
Silence that no sound can express. 
Come, come! 
Thou art empty as the heavens 
Yet all the shining worlds are enclosed by thee ; 
Proceed from within our souls, 
And crown us with that utter fulfilment 
Whose richness men in their poverty of words 
Name the Nothingness Supreme ! ” 

Nothing moved, no one stirred during the short 
sharp pause that followed. There must have been 
fifty people sitting on the porch of the temple listening, 
and by now meditating on " the light that no light 
can capture.” 

Now the priest spoke again, lifting the lamp and 
coming forward to the entrance door of the shrine. 
Everyone fell upon his face. 

“ Hearken unto me, O Children of Immortality— 
I have seen Him ! 
He is within you'; 
Summon That which is Within, 
To make clear your way 
Through the forest of Without! ” 





224 MY BROTHER’S FACE 

fact the whole ancestry of the money-faced fellow, 







Alas, they had fatally wounded a youn 
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“ What a son we have ! He is not 

“ He is good as a god, strong as a Titan, and sweet 

as a girl.” 
“ What a son, indeed a divinity ! ” 
“ He never leaves us but to procure food and 

drink for us.” 
“ Listen, I hear his returning footsteps.” 
“ Son, son ! Art thou back already ? Thou hast 

been gone a short while, brief as the sinking of a stone 

into the deep.” 
“ Son, son ! ” 
Now appeared the two men carrying the corpse 

of their child—their only shelter and support in this 

world. 
“Oh, fatal act! Oh, cruel sport I The blind parents 

cannot even see the wound on their son. They must 
feel it with those hands that nursed and brought 
him through childhood to his brief man’s estate,” 

sang the Chorus. 
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We reached the mystic’s house at last—a fine 
concrete structure, painted violet. As we went up 
the front steps and shook the chain, the door opened 
slowly and an old female servant, veiled and of for¬ 
bidding appearance, showed us into a parlour. The 
blue floor was covered in the middle with an ancient 
Armenian rug, and the walls were hung with Persian 
miniatures of the late seventeenth century. We sat 
down on one of the rugs and soon the Sufi, dressed in 
bright spotless white, entered the room through a 
door at its other end. 

“ Khosha-moodi, Khosha-moodi,” he greeted us 
—“ Welcome with blessings! ” and what a salaam 
he gave! Ah, these 'Mohammedans are all great 
gentlemen—such a sweep of the hand, so stately a 
bow, with the sudden stop at the end like an arrow 
hitting the mark ! I am afraid the whole world will 
have to go to school and learn courtesy from these 
descendants of the Moghuls and from the Northern 
Chinese—the two most naturally stately folk I have 

ever met. 
After the greetings were finished the Kalipha, 

as I enjoyed calling him, sat facing us from the other 
end of the rug. He was a vigorous man of about 
fifty, with his beard and hair turning grey. He had a 
small white turban on his head, but his long locks 
flowed out from under it; his hands were slender and 
large, strong as steel and flexible as silk, but his mouth 
was weak. That he was not rugged became more and 
more evident as he talked. His pantheism reduced 
the world into a stagnant pool of liquid sugar, but once 
in a while when he spoke Arabic, the ring of iron hit 
by iron charged his utterance. 

As I listened to his exhortation, I felt that though 
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perhaps the world might require love, it need not be 
smothered with it. 

But the Sufi was about to crack a joke: “ All 
worship is ostentatious, unless man worships in his 
own heart. Saadi was going through the streets of 
Ispahan when he heard a man chanting the Koran in 
a deafeningly loud voice. Saadi asked, ‘ Why dost 
thou shriek so ? ’ 

‘ ‘ The man said, ‘ I am worshiping God. I shout 
for God’s sake ! ’ 

“ Said Saadi: ‘ Then for God’s sake, shout no 
more! ’ ” 

Now I asked my eternal question: 
“ Master, why should men do good ? Is there 

any reason for doing good ? ” 
“ Ask instead,” he answered, “ why should not 

men do evil ? ” 
The Sufi stroked his beard with his long fingers. 

He coughed a bit in order to clear his throat, then 
hesitating and pondering as if looking for the right 
words for his speech, he began : “ Evil that thou 
canst do to thyself, through thyself, without in the 
slightest degree touching another mortal, that evil 
like good, is not done thus : there is always another 
whom it touches. That is forbidden ? ” 

“Why is doing evil to others forbidden?” 

I demanded. 
“ Because thou knowest so little of another soul 

that thou hast no right to inflict evil upon it. But 
if thou knowest another wholly and completely, as 
God knows him, then thou canst do whatever thou 
seest fit. Even to thyself thou must not do evil, 
for thou knowest not thyself through and through as 

God knoweth thee ” 



MY BROTHER’S FACE 

“ If we do not know our own self, then why do 
n good ? ” Nilu asked, with his pop-eyed face 

full of enquiry. 
The Sufi answered, “ When a blind man walks 

on a familiar road, almost too familiar to his feet, 
even then he carries a stick for his guidance, ^^hy ? 
Because, brother, it will help him. So with doing 
good i we are all blind about our own paths in life, 
but the staff in goodness may enable us to walk better. 
Even if God did not exist, we must do good as the blind 
man wields a stick, for as the staff to him, so is our good 
deed to us. As the blind man uses that wooden finger 
of his to touch stones and bring them to life for his own 
guidance, so with our finger of goodness we touch 
others whom we bring to life for our own guidance; 
without it we shall stumble and fall, and crush others 

under our weight.” 
When he had finished what he had to say, the 

Sufi rose and went to bring his family to meet us. 
His wife and two daughters unveiled their faces in our 
presence as they brought us fruits, sweetmeats, and 
sherbet to drink. Since these ladies yet remain behind 
the veil, I have no right, as they would think, tc 
shame them by describing them to the reader. They 
showed their faces to us, because my brother and the 
Sufi called each other, “ Brother,” and Nilu and I 
were introduced to them as my brother’s brother and 

his friend. 
All India admits that, next to Gandhi, the man 

who commands the greatest attention is the poet 
Rabindranath Tagore ; and this is due not altogether 
to the fame of his poetry, so dear to every Indian. 
He is conspicuous as a critic of his own country, with 
whose social, oolitical. and economic problems he IMI 
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concerns himself, but beside this, he is the founder of a 
University, and people never cease to be amazed at 
this originality on the part of a peddler of words. 

The site of the Vishwa Bharati (World College) 
is in the uplands at Bolpur, about three hours from 

showed me about le place. He told me that there 
students in the Vishwa Bharati, 
the lower school, and from his 
ed that the courses followed were 
Cornell University in the United 
:s of medicine and engineering 

establishment, but t 
training school. 
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As we say in the East, " His eyes are fed on th( 
secrets of the horizon.” 

As we talked, he revealed to me a little 
critical attitude toward our country to which 
already alluded. He is known to have spared 
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without reg arding me, and as if speaking to himself, 
he said: 



CHAPTER XV 

GHOND THE HUNTER 

Not long after this, I set out to study the rural life 
of my province. 
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aramaIs ; thus the waters stood still and thou knowest 
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captivity, but here in his own world he was as beauty's 
self! 
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feet above 
>elo 
thei 

the air 

Ghond whispered back, “ The wind was 
with us.” 
unt, grunt came, from another direction. 
w stood still, raised his head, then sniffed 
ten slowly hoofed the ground. Grunt, 

inst her neck. The boy had 
of sight from a sense of decency, 
that the old man was going to 
for running away on his own, 
:ect' his family. 
oved adamantine; she would 
tier husband's caress. He tried 



came and went by Ghond’ 



Ilgll 

^iip which He used to compare to a maiden ?s 
'iped his mouth with the back of his hand 
it me silently for a while. As if he spoke 
he said : 

rse descended on this land when the Pultan 
called out. First camp flm Pnl+on 

They killed the holdings 
there is none hereabouts w' 
vultures of lending. The 
the red road on which the! 
and its magistrates, thej; 
pulled down, and now the 
upon the adobe walls, as c 
Shiva bull, and there are n< 
the whole roadside is poc 
square and rigid as the s 
dwells therein. Rama, R 

“ But, Ghond, where 
said I—“ Haru the mil 
Kani the oil presser, Ap: 
manicured the women, al 

“ They sold their lan 
then went to the city to 
are left—the canny Kisto 
Tanardan family, and £ 
worships his God—they o' 



'ACE 

ifers and 
to work t' 
n is over, i 
has not £ 
iarted.—tl 
oney and 
because r 
ender; I 
eir skins; 
oad come 
n that is 
frightens 



is my I 
ceeded > 

etors. . I 
itific fai 

>TV| * .y. This 
India is 

h centur 
versa! w; 
of " Pro 
i that dr 

ut mxo p: 
ithods of 
^elation, b 
e facts of 
:r’s co-op 
ntlv amo 



26o MY BROTHER’S FACE 

bankers, landlords, and princes. My judgment is that 
the rich Indian is more of an enemy to his poorer 
countrymen than he realizes. 

The next day Ghond and I called on the priest 
of the village. The temple was a small stone shrine 
that rose like a grey ant-hill on the edge of the verdant 
fields where peasants were at work. I saluted the 
priest who stood on the stone porch of his temple, 
but as I was going to take the dust from his feet, he 
said, “No, no—I am not the head here ; the God is 
supreme, salute him ! Hast thou forgotten all decencies 
of behaviour in course of thy sojourn in a far country ? ” 

The old man nodded his shaven head, round and 
smooth as a door knob. He had a large straight nose, 
almost Semitic, smooth-shaven face of no distinction, 
and gimlet-holes for eyes, where gleamed small eye¬ 
balls like those of a mongoose. Then he turned to 
Ghond who saluted neither him nor his God. 

“ How is thy pet cat, Ghond ? ” 
“ Vegetarian and pious as thou art, priest,” in 

answer Ghond grunted out. 
“ Be seated, both of you,” said the priest ignoring 

Ghond. “ Under the shadow of the spire—there . . . 
art thou at ease ? Then let us make talk until the hour 
for the next ritual strikes. The God is resting now.” 

" Fill the lad’s ears with tales of woe ! ” said 
Ghond to the priest in a surly tone. “ The old village 
and the new, the rich and the poor; the air-chariot, 
all the curses of all kinds—railway, malaria—load him 
up with them till they break his back ; don’t pour 
unction and pestiferous sweet priest-talk on him as if 
he were an ant! ” 

“ Sabash, Ghond! (Bravo, and silence, Ghond.) 
Let me talk what the spade of my tongue digs out 
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til they ached as my soul did with an agony of 
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these hours, the priests bring fitting offerings to their 
deity'; in the morning at seven o’clock fruits and 
sweetmeats, at noon rice and curry, and at seven in 
the evening bread fried in ghee (clarified butter), 
curry, and sweetmeats. 

This noon after the usual interval, in which time 
about a dozen or more men, women, and beggars had 
gathered on the temple porch, the priest opened the 
shrine doors and entered to bring out the undiminished 
quantities of rice and curry. 

Here I asked, “ If the God eats of the rice and 
curry, dear Ghond, why does its quantity remain the 
same ? ” 

He answered, “Gods are not men—they inhale 
only the fragrance of food; that fills their bellies to 
bursting.” 

The priest distributed some of the food to four 
common beggars, and one destitute old villager who 
once had money and youth; then he invited us to go 
to his home and dine there. 

So Ghond and I followed him into the adjoining 
house. There the priest’s daughter, a girl of fourteen 
or fifteen, poured water out of a brass pitcher over 
our hands and feet. After we had cleansed ourselves 
she gave us one towel, a comer of which I used, and 
passed on to Ghond. 

It was a large old-time mud-walled house. In the 
centre was a square patch of garden where the priest 
grew all manner of flowers and vegetables; between 
the garden and the rooms was a high porch of mud 
on which we were bidden to sit. The house was spacious, 
a hollow-square of rooms whose front doors gave on 
the porch and whose windows looked on the world 
outside. The straw thatch awning over the porches 
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because the age of the Toilers’ Rule, Kali Yuga, as 
was prophesied, is at hand. The rich trader (Vaisya), 
the prophecy says, shall be smoked out of existence 
as the bees from a honeycomb and the sweetness of 
the world shall pass under the governance of the 
' lowest of the low and of those who are lost altogether 
and—holy.’ ” 

“ He,” commented the priest’s wife, meaning her 
husband, “ finds great peace in contemplating the 
oncoming calamity.” 

Ghond said very sweetly, “ When the jungle beasts 
become boisterous below, the crow from his nest 
prophesies forest-fire.” 

The priest answered, “ And the crow is right.” 
“ Yea—that is the only virtue that redeems the 

crow ! ” mumbled Ghond. 
" Then, Mother,” I put my last question to the 

lady of the house, ” you agree with your husband 
that the calamity is upon us ? ” 

“ Yea, my son. Even so I find no peace. Women 
teach their daughters no Sanskrit prayers, but horrible 
evil-sounding Angrezi (English), thinking that in that 
language there is more chance of making a good fortune. 
They do~ not meditate half as much as we used to. 
God is going out of our thoughts, and respect for the 
life of poverty. How many are there to-day that respect 
a Brahmin ? None ! Why ? Because the Brahmin is- 
poor, and yet the truth is that the taste of peace lies 
in the bread of'poverty. We were a purer race when 
poor Brahmins were the lords of all castes. Now all 
that is gone; everywhere envy of others and love of 
prosperity goad men and women to live. I am glad 
I was bom in an age when Sanskrit prayers rose from 
women’s lips to their God, and our mouths were 
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unsullied by hard foreign speech that reeks of desire 
and ill-breeding.” 

Our meal was over. Ghond was getting ready to 
leave his grass-matting seat. But the priest stayed 
him with these words : “ Let me see if thou hast had 
the three things that a host must give his guest to 
eat—the pleasure of the teeth, and of the tongue, and 
of the gullet ? Ha, Daughter, we forgot the sherbet 
liquid, a specialty that the child makes out of melon, 
rose-leaves, and other things. Bring it forth,Daughter.” 

Before I left the village, I had seen almost all the 
old families that had not yet left for Calcutta. They 
talked of two things only: the cost of living and the 
difficulty of earning a livelihood. “No man can be 
noble-spirited on an empty stomach,” they said. It 
was most depressing to hear them; even the young 
spoke in the same way. “ Our belly-fire bums so that 
the business of getting food has driven God out of our 
thought and song out of our hearts. Brother, when 
the field you are walking on is mortgaged, how can 
you sing as you sow and reap ? The other man is 
closing in upon us with his demons of gold and silver. 
There is no God—unless he too be a money-coiner; 
there is no God for the poor! ” 

The factory hands in the most squalid homes were 
happier than the peasantry; they, at least, could 
go on strike, but these poor peasants had no relief 
from their toil. Truly speaking, I could not bear what 
I saw and heard, so I decided to leave. 

My last hour in the village, I spent in the company 
' of Ghond. His cat was tied to her halter indoors, and 
we sat out under the Pipal tree in front of the house and 
gazed at the toilers in the far fields. The grain was 
already beginning to turn yellow; here and there, 
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a broyvn body, ill-clad and emaciated, showed in sad 
contrast against the fat and ripening rice fields; 
beyond them gleamed the jungle—a wall of compact 
and imperious green on which the morning sun showered 
his arrows of fire. It was hot and humid everywhere 
that August day, and early though it was, the few 
shops were open for business on the main road where 
now and then a motor puffed up or down, and multitudes 
of crows cawed on the housetops, while the kites— 
numerous too—cried shrilly from sky to sky. 

Ghond’s eyes were tranquil and keen as before. 
He was seeing and observing everything. This morn¬ 
ing, every feature of his face wore the likeness to an 
old hoary-headed hawk and nothing escaped his sharp 

spoke. “ Little one, now that thou hast 
ther’s face, thou wilt return to that far- 
here houses are taller than the stars, 
know the cat will kill me some of these 
my bones—all that is left of me now.” 
t must thou submit thyself to such a 

I exclaimed, while from within the 
e sound of a rubbing chain as the leopard 
;ly on her leash. 
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ied Ghond seriously, “ and a cat won’t 
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ood observation,” said I, “ but wherefore 
a end ? ” 

ist understand,” he explained, “that I 
life to give for so many lives that I have 
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taken, and moreover, I must consider the religion of 
the cat.” 

“ What, Ghond ? ” I asked in stupefaction. 
“ Religion of a cat! ” 

He answered quietly, his eyes resting on my face 
as a bough hangs over a brook: “A tiger's religion 
is to be a meat-eater; God makes him that—vet 

Hr 

look now, I have not taught that cat to eat meat! 
What if thy mother on her death-bed had left thee in 
my care, would I not have raised thee as a Brahmin 
with all a Brahmin’s defects as well as his virtues ? 
But that girl was left to me to bring up as a leopard, 
and I have given her the education of a dog; what an 
insult to heap upon a cat! ” 

I was too astonished to reply, and the extraordinary 
old man continued, " She must be taught to fight, kill, 
and eat what her mother ate. Yesterday, since thou 
earnest not to visit me, I took her to the forest and 
spent all day there; I unleashed her.” 

'* Ghond ! ” I exclaimed. 
“ Yea, I did so, and she killed a rabbit,” he answered 

proudly. “ The old harlot learned to snare the young 
dandy. To-morrow we go for a week’s hunt; don’t 
be dismayed; old Ghond will die as he has lived, a 
hunter; not mortgaging my house to the money¬ 
changer and taking employ in his stable where the 
evil-smelling machine abides—no, never that! I shall 
go to the stealthy places where the darkness is thick 
as a bear’s coat and on rainv days it rubs its wret hide 
against you as might a black panther: there shall 
I live and hunt till the falconer of Silence takes me up 
in his talons and finishes this mistake of God’s.” 

“ Ghond, thou art mad,” I protested. 
“ I must be. Listen, dost hear the cat growl 



the lands were passing irom small proprietorships to 
large holdings; the emaciated men and women 
bending, bending, bending, would be better off to 
sell out now and go, before inevitable catastrophe 
drove them to the city. But I knew that, to the end, 
they would hold to the soil of their ancestors, and only 
the last extremity would drive them to the factories 
of Calcutta. 

The fat grain turning golden smiled in the sun; 
the lean toilers went on bending their backs as if in 
unconscious supplication to fate, while the jungle 
beyond gleamed fiercely green, waiting for that day 
when the race of man is beaten and broken by the 
momentum of its own avarice; then the trees wil 
grow and wipe away that village and the grain fields 
as the Ganges takes all before her in flood-time. Yes 
the jungle is India ; it owned all India once, and il 
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and 
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votary ! Away with that stupidity! Let us make a 
God of the applied sciences; let us build industries 
more efficient than the European, till European capital 
and European masters of industry, finding competition 
impossible, flee from India. Gandhi is all right as the 
last grand gesture of India’s Middle Ages, but he has 
nothing to do with her future.” 

“ But, Nilu,” my brother said, “ you are not 
India. You are European ; probably I am too. India 
is the peasantry: eighty per cent, of our people live 
on the soil; it is they who have the Indian soul. 
The peasant, the true son of our Mother, needs no 
industrialism; what he needs is more and freer 
irrigation, fewer steam engines and railroads, and 
more electric power brought to his door. You are 
talking not about him, but about yourself; and in 
the presence of his royal destitution, who are you ? 
What you desire is to obliterate all that the foreigner 
points to as the mark of your inferiority to himself, 
and you are childish enough to believe in his pompous 
frothy judgment! ” 

Nilu thundered : “ India will be better off under 
our guidance than under yours.” His child’s face 
grew hard with determination. “We shall clothe and 
feed the peasants ; the European only exploits them, 
but we, the Indian captains of finance, will make them 
rich. Science has come to stay; the modern factory 
system is rooted to this soil by now as is the banyan 
tree, notwithstanding Gandhi! Since it is here, let 
us use it as a lever against the European, and you 
will see if we do not treat our countrymen better 
than he does. 

“ Nilu,” I said, “ in this country, as you saw that 
night at the play, as you will see to-night in our temple. 



y° 
ib 
is 
-Ts 
hr 

vekananda and Gandhi travelled much and 
Nest at first hand, yet they shed every touch 
what our best Hindu men and women fear 
ge, may perhaps be harmful, not only to us, 
mankind.” 

’ Nilu retorted, “ the twentieth century is 
re do not assimilate it, it will wipe us out. 
viper of industrialism in my soul, but you 

: if you have a tame snake in the house, it 
other snakes from coming near it, so I 

cquiring riches a religious duty. A man who 
s no right to exist, he is the enemy of India.” 
ut out a fire, you do not pour melted butter 
cried. " To save India’s soul from burning to 
soulless materialism, you must not acquire 
erial power ; her cure does not lie that way : 
xe direction Gandhi has pointed out—absolute 

rity of life and living. I believe in his insistence 
purification of the heart of the country througl 

n-violence, prayer, and fasting. Th 
sery lies heavy on all of us; if the 
d oower-blind continue on their ru 



274 MY BROTHERS FACE 

is not they who are guilty of sin ; it is that we have 
not yet become pure enough to help them.” 

I quoted : “ * Though thy path is keen as the 
edge of a razor, 0 soul—acrobat of the Infinite— 
thou canst walk' on it as the Sun upon the jagged 
sharpness of the hills.' ” 

When I finished my harangue, I found it was past 
sunset, and that I, the champion of India’s soul, was 
almost talking the hour of meditation out of existence. 
In the semi-darkness, I looked at my brother; he 
was sitting still, his gaze fixed all this time on the river 
where beauty had been passing and repassing before 
us. We maintained silence now, until we heard the 
conch-shell blown by the priest in our temple, announc¬ 
ing the end of the hour of sanctity. 

Then we made our way back to the house, where 
our sister gave us supper, after which we went to the 
temple to listen to the Reader read and explain the 
scriptures. In India, for more than 2500 years, these 
men, best described as holy minstrels, have come at 
the same hour every day to read and interpret the 
sacred books, the only way of teaching them to the 
people, very few of whom can read ; moreover, this 
observance is the greatest diversion, the moving picture 
of the East, to which they come for all the drama, all 
the entertainment of their lives. 

The temple, as I have said, was about four storeys 
high, but only its first and second floors were in use ; 
on the second was the shrine of Krishna, about fifty 
or sixty feet square, and around it was a porch eight 
feet broad where the congregation sat and could see 
the holy of holies through the four very tall folding 
doors that were open. 

This evening, inside the shrine, burned a dozen 
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stars—mark the transitoriness of man’s life. Therefore, 
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Truth, with which you shall unlock the door of Death 
and enter the secret passage of Immortality! ” 

Then the reading began. Most of the -episodes he 
had by heart, the casual glance at the book here and 
there was to stimulate and correct his memory. 

The man was a real actor, with his hawk’s nose, 
his wolf’s brown-yellow eyes, and his large mouth, 
out of which issued a voice that had, I imagined, at 
least two more octaves than most men’s range of utter¬ 
ance. Now and then he would raise his long arms out 
of his tunic and his voice would soar up note aftei 
note into a crv eerie and unreal. From the earth 
deities to the heavenly ones he ascended, then down 
again to the beds of the sea, for his subject was the 
battle of the Titans and the Gods. At one end of his 
gamut was the hoof-beat and cries of the hordes led by 
Shiva, like Dionysus, and at the other were Indra- 
Zeus—and the denizens of the sky. 

We were all held spellbound as he dethroned the 
Gods and peopled Swarga (Olympus) with the victoriou: 
Titans. Though he was following the text before hin 
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carefully, he did not hesitate to inject into it any 
appropriate episode of the day, nor did he have any 
scruple against pouring into the stream of his narration 
a shower of jokes of his own making. It was now clear 
to me why the epics and scriptures have never ceased 
to be alive to the common people. This Minstrel 
reader was explaining to them through the pretext 
of the Mahabharata their own life-storv in terms of 
their own hopes and despairs. Thus the great epics 
suffer no mortality. 

The Titans ruled Heaven, and the Gods in their 
defeat meditated on the ways and means of winning 
back their rightful home. At last, Indra, the leader, 
spoke, saying, “We must forge a thunderbolt with 
which to reconquer Heaven, and from the ultimate 
Absolute God who takes no side in this quarrel, I learn 
that the rib of a selfless creature alone can form that 
thunderbolt.” 

Well, the Gods are not selfless, nor the Titans ; 
both are chained to the law of Will, wanting something 

for themselves, so the Gods turned to man, who is 
both Titan and God and more. But even among men, 
a selfless man, such as our Gandhi, is rare. The Gods 
sought him in palaces; there were only monkeys 
appearing as men. They sought for the selfless one in 
the army; there they found only rivers of red. They 
searched among the homeless ; they were eaten with 
desire. At last, in despair, they looked at an old man 
who had lived a family life all his days, and now, in 
his seventieth year, meditated upon Truth. The Gods 
see into, souls, and the moment they discovered this 
man they knew he was selfless—like unto Mahatma 
Gandhi. He never used the word thine or mine—but 
always said “ here ” for earth, “ there ” for God. So 
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the Gods asked him for his ribs. He replied that he 
did not know whether “ here” or “ there ” were 
“ ribs ” or “ not ribs.” “ Take what you need, gentle¬ 
men,” he said (as Gandhi does here and now, 0 my 
listeners !). 

“ So the Gods took Dadhichi’s ribs—they were not 
his, for he was selfless; and suddenly in their hands 
they became an endless number of thunderbolts. Now 
the Gods joined battle with the Titans and slew them 
all, and lo ! the Gods rule in Swarga (Heaven), but it 
was not they who won that battle, but the mere bones 
of a selfless man ! Man is greater than Gods and Titans : 
from his selflessness springs the victorious Truth. Now 
that we have Gandhi, one selfless man in all Hindustan, 
Truth is assured of triumph ! 

“ O my listeners, those silver strophes that mark 
the transitoriness of man's life, day and night, the sun 
and the moon, are they to vanquish you ? Or are you 
to vanquish them ? Will you be the thunderbolt of 
immortality for which the Gods search to-day—that 
bolt which will destroy death, pulverize Time, and 
bring about the day that needs no sun, nor moon, nor 
the dance of the stars ? ’ ’ 

The reading was over, and we put on a plate each 
his offering to the reader, and took our leave. 

Nilu, our captain of industry, said in English, 
" By Jove, this explains how Gandhism has spread 
through the country.” 

My brother replied, “ Our Minstrels make the epics 
grow from day to day. In another hundred years, 
Gandhi will be an organic part of these never-dying 
stories.” 

“ Nilu,” I said, “ you live in the city of the rich 
you do not know how the'poor live. Think of to-night 
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and the night at the Opera; is there any compari- 
-v j* son? 
“ Bosh ! ” he replied. “ If we do not become rich, 

the Europeans will, at our cost. These epics must wait 
till we all become rich enough to make India Indian.” 

But my thought returned to the “ Forging of the 
Thunderbolt.” 



CHAPTER XVII 

“the path of ancient mystery” 

The quest of my brother’s face is nothing new. It 
is the old, age-old search for the happiness that comes 
in a flash, but abides with us till death, and which 
perhaps continues beyond that final event of Life. 

Who is our brother ? Is he the man we find, or 
the man we look for ? The sages of the Upanishads 
have answered that our brother is He who wears the 
One Face dwelling in the thousand faces of all life. 

That Face I have never seen, but as time passes, 
and as the shadow of age ‘falls across my path, I feel 
more often in my brother’s face that Absoluteness of 
truth as well as of love, though only for the length of 
time that a mustard seed may sit steadily upon the 
horn of a Shiva Bull. . 

I was thinking of these things a few days later, as 
I was sitting alone on the porch of the temple. My 
brother had gone on a short tour of inspection connected 
with his medical work. Suddenly, I saw my sister 
coming toward me holding a telegram. At first I 
thought it was from him, but when she handed it to 
me, I saw that it was from Benares, from the Holy 
One. It said only one word, “ Come.” 

It was not too cryptic to hide from me the final 
command. Had my brother heard also, I wondered ? 
I must make ready and go at once. The whole world 
depended on my reaching Benares without delay. 

279 
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It was hard to say good-bye to my sister, because 
she asked for nothing. She said, “ Live long. Abide 
in serenity wherever thou art. I shall fast until thy 
j ourney’s end, and that will purify our hearts and may 
give thee what thou dost desire. Only the hearts that 
are pure can attain what they need. Farewell, fare¬ 
well ! ” I took a last look at our temple, a glimpse at 
Shree Krishna’s face. . . . “Yes, as long as he sits 
there, the world will go on,” I said to myself. If this 
religion dies, wherever that Krishna statue goes, a new 
temple will arise to enshrine him. Gods live long and 
compel the tribute of time. Farewell, farewell! 

I crossed the bridge and drove for the railway 
station that looks like a palace of crimson. It is an 
imposing building, but my eyes rested on those wind¬ 
blown turquoise sails going up the yellow river, and 
the bargees that stood upon their oars, stepping back 
and forth. It was like seeing the Nile boats four 
thousand years ago. 

I took the first train for Benares and swept through 
the flat rice fields of Bengal that shook and waved as 
we passed. The mud huts and their roofs of thatch 
were of the same model as in the days of Buddha 
twenty-six centuries ago. Here and there rose red 
brick buildings, the murderous faces of utility and 
civilization, for these were rich men’s houses, and in 
front of them, instead of tethered elephants, stood 
motor-cars. Tehi na divasa gata (Kalidasa was right): 
even those wondrous times must pass. I must learn 
to love cars in India. 

The train sped on. The huge water-tanks of the 
villages were now surrounded by many people. Women 
and men were filling their pitchers of brass, gleaming 
in the afternoon sun; they were taking home their 
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night's supply of Life, as water is sometimes called. 
The men carried their large pitchers on their heads, 
while the women held theirs—somewhat smaller— 
against their right sides, with their right arms encircling 
the necks of the vessels, their breasts inclining to the 
left, their left hands hanging to their side straight 
and nearly stiff—balancing the weight and the curves 
of the pitcher on the other side. Pure works of art 
they were come to life, and revealing the most difficult 
secrets of motion and movement. The sunlight turned 
into saffron; the palms shook against the sky like 
emeralds fringed with amber; while those mud huts 
afar where the people dwelt waltzed with the sunset. 
The poet was right when he cried out to the soul of 
India: 

“ Break my heart 
In order to rob me of my doubt. 
Give me power to love thee more.” 

The train sped on. Darkness descended like a 
cataract of soot. The day died as suddenly as a candle 
is blown out. The faithful in my carriage prayed and 
meditated in spite of the snatch-and-go rush and noise 
of the train. Shiva, Shiva, Shiva! The stars came 
out of the dark above, the fireflies mimicked them 
from the spaces of jet below. Flocks of moths and 
insects flew into our carriage and pounded themselves 
to death against the electric light. And if the train 
stopped a while at any station, the jhillilili (as we say) 
rose from a thousand insect voices of the night to a 
deafening pitch, almost unbearable. No, there was 
no escape from life—insistent, throbbing, pounding, 
overpowering life of the tropics ! 

The train pulled out of the station and plunged 
into the darkness thick with stars and fireflies. The 
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latter covered the foliage of trees thirty feet high, 
until they blazed more brightly than any Christmas 
tree. No wonder we Hindus are firm believers in 
immortality. What else could we believe when from 
every direction Nature presses upon us the quivering 
and yet choking vastness of life—more and more 
abundant ? 

Next morning I got off at Benares and went 
immediately to bathe in the Ganges. It did not take 
long, for the ablution in the holy water was a necessary 
preliminary to visiting the Holy One. 

I found my brother at the entrance to the monastery. 
After I had taken the dust from his feet, he led me 
within. The Master was lying on his couch, and two 
monks in yellow were fanning him. Sunlight poured 
into the room through the open windows. His face 
was white as a dying man’s generally is, and a black 
beard, of about fifteen days’ growth, covered it. His 
eyes were closed, and his forehead once in a great 
while contracted momentarily, then grew smooth 
again with the passing of a paroxysm of pain ; but the 
power was still about him like a garment. He began 
to speak as if resuming an old familiar conversation. 

“ My son,” he said, almost in a whisper, “ as to 
the eye of the sky, the clouds and stars are in it and 
yet contain not all of its intangibility, so are the 
experiences of man. . . .” Then suddenly, in a stronger 
voice, he commanded me : 

“ Return to the West! Thy time for peace has 
not come. Thou wilt commit some errors yet. Only 
be pure in spirit—vanity is the worst impurity—and 
through thy errors thou wilt learn.” 

He paused, closing his eyes. When he opened them 
again, they were clear and keen. He said to me : 
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" India needs love. The West has given her 
criticism these many years, therefore give the West 
love, till she learn to love this land of the Sages. 
I am quite clear in what I am saying : love her, and 
she will fulfil her destiny. The West still believes that 
knowledge will give her God : we think that God can 
be found by Bliss alone. A decade of intense loving 
will enable her to accomplish a century of God- 
realization.” 

“ But, Holy One,” I cried, “ I am most pained and 
bewildered. What of conversion ? Shall I go to the 
West as a missionary of Brahman ? Is ours a mission¬ 
ary religion ? ” 

“ Thou of. thyself canst convert no one, my son,” 
he replied, “ for thou art not holy. When a saint 
converts a man to his eternity, the saint takes the 
burden of the man’s sins upon himself. Therefore, 
I say to thee, thou mayest not convert, but speak thou 
of God to anyone who has time to waste.” 

" Holy One,” I exclaimed in amazed awakening, 
“ then vicarious atonement is true ? ” 

“ Indeed, my son, only saints may convert others, 
for when you convert a man you yourself become 
responsible for him. People should not be converted 
from one religion to another, but from all religions 
into the Eternal Religion whose name is Viswarupa- 
darsana—which is, to behold one’s Own Self as the 
self of the past, present, and future of the Universe. 

“ That last conversion, that supreme realization— 
the realization of one’s own identity with the existing 
All, is the goal to which little human conversions point. 
Desire then to convert the human into the divine, the 
temporal into the timeless, to convert all men not to 
one religion, but to the essence of all religions! Go, 
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the Mutiny, an English officer acquired it from the 
loot of a temple, and took it back with him to England, 
where the statue remained in his family for three 
generations. But during all this time the women of 
the house were troubled by dreams. Some nights the 
bronze Buddha came to them in sleep, crying : 

" Send me home, send me home ! You eat too 
much meat, you drink too much wine. I am very 
unhappy. I want to go to my home . . . send me 
home ! ” 

The matter became an obsession with the women, 
and at last, when the grandson of the man who had 
brought the statue to England met one of our disciples 
in London, a few years ago, he told him the whole 
story and arranged to have the statue sent back to 
India. 

" But>” said mY informant, “ even after four years 
the Buddha has not regained his peace. The restless¬ 
ness of the West still clings about him.” 

I looked at the young monk in silence, and then 
bowed my head. 

It was the daybreak of my third day in Benares 
that the Master asked for everyone to be present. 
Since a hundred people could not be accommodated 
in his room, we brought him outdoors. He wished to 
be placed under that mango tree where he had medi¬ 
tated for so many years. A group of disciples and friends 
surrounded him. 

In the open he seemed better, his unshaven face 
did not look so white. He lifted his eyes and gazed 
at us slowly; not the least one of us all was hastily 
passed over. Each one received his message, so far 
as he could interpret the great glance cast upon him. 
Then the Holy One spoke : 
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“ The call has come, my children. I must go. 
No lamentation. I have taken you upon my back; 
I shall not drop you into the ditch on my way Home ; 
you shall be in His house with me. To be afraid is 
vile; therefore, fear not! Even the ultimate sin 
cannot touch the fearless. 

“ Whatever I took from my master, I in turn pass 
on to you. I leave behind me for you all that he 
taught'; I take nothing with me; all knowledge, all 
benediction, I lay here at my feet for you; spring 
from it into the Infinite ! ” 

He ceased, and we saw that he was in great pain. 
Suddenly, he said: 
“ I am in haste,” and chanted out: 

“ Kamasya Yatrapta 
Kamastrata Mam 
Amritam Krisi.” 

signing to all of us to chant with him. But his voice 
was soon drowned under the cry of a hundred men 
and women: 

“ Make me immortal, 
* There, where all are vestured in light. 

There, where no longing is, 
For all longing has been stilled by fulfilment.” 

Our love had surrounded him like a fence, and 
he could not depart or free himself from the entangle¬ 
ment of our affection, so he had commanded us to 
chant, and as the intoning engulfed us—Om Hari Om 
—and our hold relaxed, he slipped through our loosened 
grasp. Suddenly, as a sword falls through the air, 
silence fell' upon our chanting. . . . He was gone ! 
His face, which was always so full of expression, now 
lay expressionless and white. His eyes were closed. 
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"rejoicing to all Benares. Pilgrims, priests, holy men, 
beggars, and Rajahs, seven thousand or more came 
and sang the praise of God. His light shone on all 
faces and his essence danced in every heart. “ In 
every human being I am the expected flush upon his 
face.” 

And then at last I was no longer alone. Peace 
returned to my heart with the light from the eyes 
of my brothers. 

The following week, I set out on another pilgrim¬ 
age to the New World. What had I found to bring 
back with me—what offering from India in upheaval 
to America in the heyday of her prosperity ? Only 
the ancient sweet spices and myrrh, only the old 
incense of love; but my orders were plain, and with 
joy and assurance I turned again to the West. 

I bade good-bye to my brother; his face is with 
me now. Next to the Holy One, his is most sacred 
to me. 

As foY the last time I took the dust from his feet 
and put it on my head, he said simply : " Finish thy 
quest.;, f \Remember the warning of the Holy One. 
Criticize no more ! Buddha blessed the world, and in 
blessing gave new life. There the miracle !—Farewell. 
. . . But come back again and bring to us in our turn 
the face of blessing and benediction from the West.” 

I kept looking back at my brother as my train 
moved out of Benares, and for the first time in my 
life, I beheld tears in his eyes. Then all was lost to 
view—but no—for now on the Western horizon I saw 
dimly, but ever growing more and more clear before 
me, the beloved Face of my Brother. 

The End. 
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